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REGULARS 


11 BLENDER BIBLE 
14 LETTERS 


19 BURNER What Obama and 
McCain are rocking on their iPods 


26 USEFUL TIPS: NE-YO The R&B 
loverman on how to execute the 
perfect backflip 


30 ALMOST FAMOUS: 

LYKKE LI It ain't easy hailing from 
the land of beautiful blondes and 
standardized health care, says this 
Swedish indie-pop phenom: “I 
enjoy darkness!” 


32 ASK BLENDER T-Pain's 
multiplatinum robot magic, 
exposed! 


34 THE GREATEST SONGS EVER: 
“REMEMBER (WALKIN’ IN THE 
SAND)” One of the most enduring 
girl-group jams of all time was 
written on a dare by a 19-year-old 
boozehound. 


36 TOP 33 CHART 


38 COLLECT CALL: GYM CLASS 
HEROES 168 hours with the 
Warped Tour rap champs 


44 STATION TO STATION From 
Kim Kardashian's ass to Denise 
Richards's stripper pole, America 


is enjoying a reality-TV golden age. 


Our correspondent dives in. 


98 WHO DOES SOLANGE THINK 
SHE IS? Good girl Beyoncé may 
want to skip our O&A with her 
beer-drinking, chronic-smoking, 
foulmouth little sister. 
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SEPTEMBER 2008 CONTENTS 


THE GUIDE 


75 NEW RELEASES Jonas 
Brothers, Girl Talk, Conor Oberst, 
Brian Wilson and more 


86 REISSUES U2, Blondie, Black 
Sabbath, Camper Van Beethoven 
and more 


88 MOVIES Vicky Cristina 
Barcelona, Assassination of a High 
School President and more 

90 GAMES Star Wars: The Force 


Unleashed, Madden NFL 09, Spore 
and more 


ARTIST INDEX 
Where to find your favorite 
performers in this month's 
Blender 


BOLTON, MICHAEL (still 
too expensive for our 
wedding) 20 

GIRL TALK 17, 22, 78 

GYM CLASS HEROES 38 
KELLY, R. 71, 66 

KINGS OF LEON 24 
JOHANSSON, SCARLETT 88 
JONAS BROTHERS 75 
KNOWLES, SOLANGE 98 
LI, LYKKE (and the never- 
ending quest to pronounce 
her name) 30, 8O 

NE-YO 26 

PERRY, KATY 36, 38, 56 
SHANGRI-LAS, THE 34 
SMITH, PATTI 46, 89 
TIMBERLAKE, JUSTIN 52 


U2 86 
YOUNG JEEZY (dressed for 
a night in jail) 60 


ON THE COVER: 
LIL WAYNE 
PHOTOGRAPH BY 
BEN WATTS. 
Wardrobe sty 


GYM CLASS HEROES: GLYNNIS MCDARIS; GEORGE CARLIN (COVER SPINE): JOHN ATASHIAN/RETNA; LYKKE LI: RUVAN WIJESOORIYA; LIL WAYNE: BEN WATTS; U2: ADRIAN BOOT/URBAN IMAGE. 
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1Girl Talk 


“SET IT OFF” 
ILLEGAL ART 

The Pittsburgh 
sound-collage king 
goes from Rihanna 
to Radiohead to 


2 OR. Kelly 
Ml ‘Playas Get 


Lonely” 
Jive/Zomba 

Kells celebrates 
his acquittal with a 
heartfelt slow jam 


his ex-fellow Laker 

with an awesomely 
gross catchphrase: 

“Kobe, tell me 

how my ass tastes!” 


8 © Be Your most gangsta 

i Own Pet steeplechase 
“Becky” soundtrack ever. 
XL 
Banned from 15 © Chester French 
the U.S. version MM ‘She Loves 
of Get Awkward, a Everybody” 


rawking fantasy 
of high-school 
backstabbing— 
like, actual, gory, 
homicidal 
backstabbing. 


Star Trak/Interscope 
Pharrell-adored 
power-pop prepstas 
cheekily explore a 
rare theme in 
rock and hip-hop: 
loose women! 
9 © Sam Sparro 
@B“Black andGold” 160 Rev Theory 
Universal/lstand MM “Hell Yeah” 
Spacey electro-funk Interscope 
from ... Chaka Khan's Gimme a hell! 
favorite white boy? Gimme a yeah! A 
gloriously dumb 


100 Nas chant from 

WB “Hero” metal's rockingest 
Def Jam pep squad. 
Ashimmering, 
Polow-produced 17 © The Stills 
anthem—because IMHll“Being Here” 
Hulk, lron Man and Arts&Crafts 


This Canuck five- 
some gets optimistic 
as hell on this 


Hancock need 
to get down, too. 


featuring a madly 


5 © Diplo 


beeping beat and 


110 Lil Wayne roaring riffsplosion. 
Hl “Whip It” 
Young Money/Cash 18 © Ponytail 
Money/Universal Ml ‘Beg Waves” 
A Carter Ii outtake We Are Free 


Baltimore geeks 
whip up some 


Dexys Midnight 
Runners in less than 
three minutes. 


chipper, punky 
noise, shriekina 
made-up language. 


buckets of crazy 
juice fresh-squeezed 
from Weezy's 


about finding a ‘Brew Barrymore” 
special young (al- [ontine] 
legedly) lady and A chillaxin’, 


RONY ALWIN. 


Fatboy Slim's new 
project gets a boost 
from two Uber-cool 
friends on this 
horntastic ode to 
podiatric gunk. 


6 © The Verve 
Hl Love Is Noise” 
Parlophone 
The “Bittersweet 


makes tripped-out 
psych-rock—need 
we say more? 


settling down. globe-hopping mind grapes. 
dance party 19 © Lily Allen 
3 © The BPA feat. abouteveryone’s 120 Pop Levi Mi ‘Guess Who 
i David Byrne and favorite E.T. costar Mil“Semi Babe” Batman” 
Dizzee Rascal turned Charlie's Canter/Ninja Tune Capitot 
“Toe Jam” Angel. Or beer. He dresses like Hey! You! Bigot! Lily 
Southern Fried a geisha and Allen has officially 


put you on notice 
on this sauntering, 
expletive-rich 
tolerance jam. 


Symphony” dudes 
are back—and as 
epically Britpop-y as 


13 © Buckcherry 
MB “Sorry” 200 Coldplay 
Eleven Seven/Atlantic Mill “Reign of Love” 


4 © Shaquille 

Hi O’Neal 
“Kobe Diss 
Freestyle” 
[online] 


you remember! 


7 ©Clipse 
i Fast Life” 
[online] 


The great Shaq-Fu 
reemerges to blast 


Razored punch 
lines, overarching 
ominousness—and 
a Scott Storch beat 
that's the jiggy-est 
thing these Vir- 
ginia meanies have 
touched yet. 


From the howlers 
who brought 
you “Crazy Bitch,” 
a surprisingly 
chivalrous power 
ballad. Awwwww! 


Capitol 

Chris Martin and 
pals pay tender 
tribute to King 
Cupid with a gently 
billowing piano 


ballad. 
140 A-Trak 
“Say Whoa” 
Nike+ 
Asports behemoth 
commissions Kanye's 
DJ to make the 
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THE BLENDER BIBLE 


CHICAGO 


The Windy City isn't home to just Barack Obama and 
deep-dish pizza. Locals Fall Out Boy and Lupe Fiasco 
fill us in on Chi-Town's best destinations 


WATCH AND PLAY THESE 
GAME CABLE TV 
Tiger Woods 2 Rock 
PGA Tour 09 The premise behind 
EA Sports; Xbox this surreal, semi- 
360, PS3 scripted comedy? 


The real-life Tiger 
(right) is out witha 
bum knee, but his 
virtual doppelganger 
is going strong, In 
the latest game, his 
personal coach acts 
as your trainer, caddy 
and all-around 

BFF on the links. 


MOVIE 

Choke 

Sam Rockwell stars 
as a Sad-sack sex 
addict in this sickly 
funny adaptation of 
Chuck Palahniuk’s 
novel. Opens 
September 26. 


1 BEST ARTERY- 


MI CLOGGING FRANK 


SUPERDAWG 
Milwaukee Ave. 

at Devon and Nagle 
The Chicago Dogisa 
belt-busting culinary 
delight, topped with 
celery salt, mustard, 
onions, pepper- 
oncinis, relish and 
tomatoes. Fall Out 
Boy singer Patrick 
Stump says pick one 
upat this old-school 
drive-in. “Never, ever 
put ketchup ona Chi- 
cago Dog,” headds. 
“There are rules.” 


2 BESTWEIRD-ASS 


MBTHEATER 


THE NEO- 
FUTURARIUM 
5153 N. Ashland Ave. 
Too Much Light Makes 
the Baby Go Blind, 
which stuffs a rotat- 
ing list of 30 short 
plays into 60 min- 
utes, plays here. “I've 
seen it 15 times—it’s 
different every time,” 
Stump says. 


3 BESTPLACETO 


MB CRATE-DIG 


GEORGE'S MUSIC 
ROOM 

3915 W. Roosevelt Rd. 
You may have to fight 
arap star for rare 
vinylat this hallowed 


A cheesy hard-rock 
trio from Brooklyn 
moonlights as a 
kiddie-party band. 
It's on cable, which 
means bare breasts 
and blow-job jokes 
aplenty, Even 
better: recurring 
guest appearances 
from Joan Rivers! 
Premieres August 
24 on IFC. 
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mom-and-pop store. 
“You see a wall of 
old photos of Jay-Z 
standing next to 
[owner] George,” says 
MC Lupe Fiasco. 


4 BEST SPOTFOR 
MMISNEAKERS THAT 


COST AS MUCHAS 
YOUR RENT 
SAINT ALFRED 
1531N. Milwaukee 
Ave. 

The go-to boutique 
for cool kids with an 
unhealthy fetish for 
Technicolor footwear. 
“It’s tied in towhat I 
call the Sneaker 
Mafia,” Fiasco says. 
“| bought these 
Japanese moccasins 


gu ® 


A 


STIERKERS fil 


there for $350. That’s 
really, really bad.” 


5 BEST CLUB 


METOSTAGE-DIVE 


METRO 

3730 N. Clark St. 

This alt-rock 
mainstay, located in 
the shadow of the 
Cubs’ Wrigley Field, 
has played host to 
almost every notable 
Chicago band of the 


past 20 years, 
including Smashing 
Pumpkins, Liz Phair 
and Fall Out Boy. “I 
saw At the Drive-In 
there, and | swear, 
Cedric Bixler 
jumped off this huge 
stack of speakers 
and landedina 
moonwalk,” attests 
Stump. “It was the 
best show I've ever 
seen.” RYAN DOMBA 


CLICK ON THESE 


Live on 


Blender.com—now! 


Most-Oversexed 
Musicians 

Prince, Madonna 
(above) and Mick 
Jagger are just a few 
of the horn dogs on 
our list of rock's Lusti- 
est stars. Remember: 
It's not the size of 
your mic stand, it’s 
how you use it. 


Voting Rocks! 
There's no party 
like a political party, 
but you won't get 

to throw down in 
November if you 
haven't registered 
to vote. Do it now at 
Blender.com, where 
you'll find a voter- 


registration form you 
can fill out online. 
Just print it out and 
mail it in. Participa- 
tory democracy has 
never been easier. 


Lil Wayne 
Exclusive outtakes 
from our cover 
shoot in Miami—and 
audio from our 
interview—with the 
all-around craziest 
mofo in pop. 


ILLUSTRATION BY SERGE SEIDLITZ 


MADONNA; KEVIN MAZUR/WIREIMAGE. 


For You and Music You. VVith t! 
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We've Got 


Because sharing is caring 


Readers were much kinder to July's cover subject, 
British good girl Leona Lewis (Leona Lewis Wants 
a Cuddle ... But Not the Way You Want To”), than they 
were to the previous month’s, American naughty 
girl Tila Tequila. One reader, Craig Brabant of Yuma, 
Arizona, praised Lewis for her “stunning” looks and 
for having a “voice like a choir of angels,” He also 
insisted that her hit “Bleeding Love” is directed to 
him: “When she sings, ‘But! don't care what they 
say, I'm in love with you; anyone can tell sheis 
singing to Craig Brabant of Yuma, Arizona.” Um, 
whatever you say, Craig Brabant of Yuma, Arizona. 


LEONA LEWIS CAN'T LOSE BEET IT! Neil Diamond's answers to readers’ 
| loved your article on Leona Lewis. Leona is Dwight Schrute is my hero! | loved Rainn questions were both classic and classy. 
gloriously talented. She is a devout vegetar- Wilson's picks for best fictional rock bands AARON TAP, LOS ANGE 
ian because she loves all of God's creatures. (“Fakin’ It!" July) in your Summer Movie 
She never insults other performers and is Special. The only thing that would be better? SEXUAL-METAPHOR ALERT! 
devoted to her family. Leona Lewis is a saint His picks for best beets at Schrute Farms. You would not know good music if it walked 
who sings like an angel! Beets rock! up, introduced itself, took you out foran 
BRIEN COMERFORD, GLENVIEW, IL TAYLOR HAWKINS TAWA, CANADA expensive dinner, and then invited you in 
for a nightcap and a happy ending. There 
LEONA LEWIS CAN'T WIN Beets do indeed rock! Personally, we dig a wasn'ta single thing in the July issue, 
Should Mariah Carey “look out" for Leona good Burpee's Golden, but Detroit Dark Reds besides the Sub Pop oral history (“Going 
Lewis, as your July cover suggests? Hmm, are nice, too. Out of Business Since 1988!"), that wouldn't 
let's see, Mariah Carey: 20 years in the music immediately put someone to sleep, and 
business, 18 No. 1hits, 11 studio albums. SHINE ON, YOU CLASSY DIAMOND even that story was clearly there for “under- 
Leona Lewis: Debuted this year, one No. 1hit, Blender, the articles about Vince Clarke of ground cred" that you don’t deserve. 
one album. | think Leona Lewis is very tal- Yaz (“Station to Station”) and Neil Diamond BRIAN ELLIS, LOS ANGELES 
ented, but if Christina Aguilera couldn't (“Dear Superstar”) made the July issue 
knock Mimi off her throne, what makes you for me. Rob Sheffield's overview of Clarke's Wait, music can buy you dinner and give youa 
think Leona can? musical and personal growth was truly hand joh? To think, we've wasted all this time 
ANGELA LOPEZ, STOCKTON, CA engaging and, at times, very amusing. And just writing about it. 
LISTEN UP 
WIN BLENDER READERS: 
Send us a photo ME! We want to hear from you! 
and tell us which So write and tell us how you 
music celebrity really feel, 
your pooch 
resembles. If we SEND ALL 
print it, you'll win CORRESPONDENCE TO: 
Yamaha's yourecents@blender.com, 
RH1OMS or Blender, 
Professional 1040 Sixth Avenue, 
15th Floor 


ROCKY Monitor 
THE DOG 


Headphones. New York, NY 10018. 
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asics.com 


(SOUND MwD) x(Sovad Boy 
- SLEEP = Good NIeHT 


Shoes made for the sport of living. The new Mateo.” 


QO ASICS. 


sound mind, sound body 


Now Gillette 

has a complete 

ia ]ale|-me)malele 
performance 
shampoos that give 
a charged clean. 
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New Gillette High Performance Shampoo. 
Charged ions power away dirt and oil for a cleanthat lasts all day. 


TAKE CHARGE OF YOUR HAIR. 


DEEP CLEANING 


‘SHAMPaO Gillette 


| The Best a Man ae Get™ 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 


LEWIS: DAN KITWOOD/GETTY IMAGES; JOEL: CHRIS MCKAY/WIREIMAGE; TYLER: TORI MAYO/PA PHOTOS/RETNA; WONDER: DOUGLAS MASON/GETTY IMAGES. 


MORS ¢ PRESIDENTIAL PLAYLISTS * NE-YO'S BACKFLIP * SATAN! 


POP-STAR PAY 
FOR PLAY! 


AMY WINEHOUSE, STEVIE WONDER AND OTHERS REVEL IN ROCK’S NEW RICHES 


On June 12, Russian billionaire and Chelsea Football Club owner Roman Abramovich found 
out what it costs to keep Amy Winehouse upright for an hour: a reported $2 million. The 15th- 
richest man in the world flew the tattered songbird from London to Moscow for the opening 
of his wife’s bus depot turned art gallery, the Garage. According to the New York Daily News, it 
allegedly took handlers two hours to whip the wobbly warbler into stage shape for a 12:30 A.M. 
performance. But amid her pantiless crotch-flashing, cigarette-lighter-flinging and chain 
smoking, “she still put on a terrific show,” an attendee told the Daily News—a rave review for the 
24-year-old who's chased more dragons than a medieval knight. 

In other words, even in her impetigo-addled state, Winehouse pulled it together long 
enough to pocket a couple milli. It’s a testament to the booming private-gig market buoyed 
by billionaires, their spouses and their bar-mitzvah-age kids. Blame slumping CD sales and 
the fact that the corporations that used to book artists for private affairs now partner with 
record labels to share in performers’ tour earnings. “Artists make three to four times the cash 
for private shows,” says Danny Divine, a global event planner who connects top talent 
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BURNER + AMY WINEHOUSE + STEVIE WONDER - MADONNA « PETE OGHERTY = Tl. 


with wealthy party hosts and 
companies. He booked Stevie 
Wonder for a June 13 headlining gig 
at the inaugural JazzaNova festival 
put on by Inteco, a major Russian 
construction company. “It took 
awhile to get Stevie there," Divine 
says. Wonder is rumored to have 
netted a cool million for the gig, 
but Divine won't confirm that. 

More recently, British songbird 
Leona Lewis was reportedly offered 
$2 million fora short set bya 
mystery bidder in the U.K. Last 
summer, piano man Billy Joel may 
have picked up as much asa million 
fora private concert at the Borgata 
Hotel Casino & Spain Atlantic City. 
And in 2005, Steven Tyler and 
Joe Perry of Aerosmith are said to 
have banked $2 million to headline 
a bill featuring 50 Cent, Kenny G, 
Tom Petty, Don Henley, Stevie 
Nicks, Ciara and DJ AM—all for the 
bat mitzvah of a New York defense 
contractor's daughter. L’chaim! 

So what does it take to book a 
pop Star for your kegger? Depends, 
Divine says: “Is the rocker living 
close to your house? Is he missing 
his daughter's school play to come 
perform for you? There's a ton of 
variables, but most people will be 
interested if you offer at leasta 
million.” Go through an agent ora 
personal connection if you have it, 
and get a rider up front, so you can 
know how many cases of Jack 
Daniel's you're buying. Big artists 
will want cash up front, too. Divine, 
however, offers a word to the wise: 
“If it's Amy Winehouse, you'd 
be crazy to release any money in 
advance.” SEAN EVANS 


Winehouse does 
her S2M Moscow 
shuffle (panties 

notincluded). 


FEEL THE BURN ONLINE! 
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Madonna: $14 million 
Material Madge has 
reportedly been offered 
the payday for a November 
private gig in Dubai—it's 
enough for two divorces. 


PRIVATE GIGS 
FOR EVERY 
BUDGET 


Madonna's steep, but 
Pete Doherty's cheaper 
than a black light 

and a midget stripper 


Celine Dion: $6 million 
U.K. tabloid The Sun says 
the Sultan of Brunei forked 
out the titanic sum fora 
private show there in 1997. 
Elton John: $5 million 
That's the current offer 
said to be on the table 

to get the Crocodile Rocker 
to play a Moscow hotel 
opening later this year. 


Usher: $175,000-$1 million 
In'07, his fee was onthe 

low end, say celebrity bookers. 
Following a chart-topping 
single, his stock is back up. 
Klaxons, CSS: $370,000 each 
Reports say Winehouse- 
booking oligarch Roman 
Abramovich hired both bands 
to play his daughter's May 
2008 birthday. 


50 Cent: $250,000 

He quoted Blender a friends- 
and-family rate to play our 
bar mitzvah, adding, “That's 
a discount. Hell, I'lldoa 
whole hour and 30 minutes.” 


Michael Bolton: $75,000 

For the fee, the Soul Provider 
docked at the matrimonial 
bay of acouple and belted 
out “When a Man Loves a 
Woman" to the bride. 


Jessica Simpson: $75,000 
The going rate of the double- 
D-listerin ‘07 topped that 

of her former hubby, what's- 
his-name... 

Nick Lachey: $60,000 

That was in '07, too. He’s 
probably cheaper now, 
given his withering career 
and the ex-Mr. Simpson's 
comparatively small cup size. 


Melanie Brown: $20,000 
Scary Spice reportedly cashed 
inon a Christmas 2007 
fundraiser for the Make-A- 
Wish foundation in London. 


Pete Doherty: $200 

Web sites saya man ran 
into the Babyshambler on 
the streets of London and 
offered him cash to play 
his daughter's birthday. 


Michael Suble: $10,000 
That's the bargain price 
for the Canadian crooner, 
say celebrity bookers—and 
people who can’t afford 
Harry Connick Jr. 


RAP I TWILL 
BE SUPPLIED? 


-T.I., AT A SILENCE-THE-VIOLENCE PANEL 


Enjoy the breaking news and juicy rumors of Burner so 
much you can’t wait for more? Now you don't have to! 
This month, Blender debuts a weekly Burner videocast, 
hosted by editor-in-chief Joe Levy (right), that brings 
you news, reviews and behind-the-scenes footage 

from Blender photo shoots and interviews. Just go to 
Blender.com and click on Burner Blog. We'll do the rest. 


blender.com/blenderburner 


WINEHOUSE: EPSILON/GETTY IMAGES; DION: GEORGE CHIN/RETNA; USHER: STEVE GRANITZ/WIREIMAGE; BOLTON: SCOTT WINTROW/GETTY IMAGES; LACHEY: DIMITRIOS KAMBOURIS/WIREIMAGE; DOHERTY: JIM DYSON/GETTY IMAGES. WORD! ILLUSTRATION: ANDY FRIEDMAN, 
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GRAB YOUR PASSPORT AND GET ON BOARD! 
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4 DAYS, 3 NIGHTS, 2 CRUISE SHIPS, 1 BEER 
BUDLIGHTPARTYGRUISE.GOM 


RESPONSIBILITY MATTERS Enjoy 4 days /3 nights of fun aboard the Bud Light Party Cruise (10/31/08-11/3/08) for only $174 per person. 


“IF 1 WAS PRESIDENT/I'0 GET ELECTED ON FRIDAY/ASSASSINATED ON SATURDAY." 


BURNER « JOHN MCCAIN « BARACK OBAMA + JESSICA SIMPSON 


bs 


BLENDER'S 
BURNING QUESTION 


HOW COULD JESSICA 
SIMPSON BOOST HER 
COUNTRY-SINGER CRED? 


Tt 


Reader Wisdom 


“Shoot a manin Reno 


just to watch him die.” 
Karl Levin, Albany, NY 


Log on to Blender.com WIN 
for the next Burning Me! 
Question. One reader will 
have his/her brilliant 
comment published in 
the magazine and win the 
Hercules Dj Control MP3 
portable mix controller, 


WEIRD BAND ALERT 


MESHUGGA BEACH PARTY 


Jewish surf rockers put the Ha! in “Hava Nagila” 


WHAT KIND OF BEACH PARTY? 
MESHUGGA, YIDDISH FOR CRAZY. THE 

SAN FRANCISCO GROUP SOUNDS LIKE NEIL 
DIAMOND, “IF NEIL DIAMOND HAD GOTTEN 
HIT ON THE HEAD WITH A SURFBOARD” 
SAYS BANDLEADER MEL WALDORF, A 
SOFTWARE ENGINEER WHO HAS PENNED 
DITTIES FOR SPONGEBOB AND THE REAL 


WORLD. THE BAND IS MOSTLY INSTRUMEN- 


TAL. “I CAN'T SING” WALDORF ADDS. 
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PREZ PLAY 


WHITE HOUSE Dj BATTLE! 


ON THE EVE OF THE DEMOCRATIC AND REPUBLICAN CONVENTIONS, BLENDER POLLED 
BARACK OBAMA AND JOHN MCCAIN FOR THEIR TOP 10 SONGS. THEN WE ENLISTED 
TRUSTED SAGES RANDY NEWMAN AND GIRL TALK TO ANALYZE THEIR PICKS 


ifive= 
BARACK OBAMA JOHN McCAIN 


6. TOUCH THE SKY 1, DANCING QUEEN ABBA 


1, READY OR NOT 6. GOOD VIBRATIONS 


Fugees Kanye West 2. BLUE BAYOU The Beach Boys 
2. WHAT'S GOING ON 7. YOU'D BE SO EASY Roy Orbison 7. WHAT A WONDERFUL 
Marvin Gaye TOLOVE Frank Sinatra 3. TAKE A CHANCE ON ME WORLD Louis Armstrong 
3. 'MON FIRE 8. THINK ABBA 8. I'VE GOT YOU UNDER 
Bruce Springsteen Aretha Franklin 4. 1F WE MAKE IT MY SKIN Frank Sinatra 
4, GIMME SHELTER 9. CITY OF BLINDING THROUGH DECEMBER 3, SWEET CAROLINE 
Rolling Stones LIGHTS U2 Merle Haggard Neil Diamond 
5. SINNERMAN 10. YESWECAN 5. AS TIME GOES BY 10. SMOKE GETS IN YOUR 
Nina Simone will.i.am Dooley Wilson EYES The Platters 

*Do these guys have obvious pick, but if you wanna * Any snubs? 


time for music? 

GIRL TALK: Candidates all seem 
like robots and machines. 

It's funny to think about them 
listening to these songs 
gearing up fora debate. 

* ABBA? 

RANDY NEWMAN: I find them 
irresistible. Listening to 
“Dancing Queen" alone too 
many times, though, would be 
suspicious, GT: | mixed ABBA 
in onaprevious album. 
McCain should check it out. 

* Better Sinatra song? 

GT: McCain went with the more 


RN: The Beatles! Also, 
Streisand's not on there; that's 
more of a McCain pick. 

* McCain: Hip? Or hip 
replacement? 

GT: It’s easy to knock McCain for 
being old, but! love meeting old 
people who know about music. 
«Who gets your vote based 
solely on this list? 

GT: If there’s a candidate with 
Fugees' “Ready or Not” on his 
list, |have to vote for him. 

RN: McCain hasa really likeable 
list. Then again, Hitler liked 
some good music, you know? 


be a big dog, you should go 
with the biggest hit. 

* Why'd they both pick 
Frankie Blue Eyes? 

RN: It says a lot about the long 
ride Sinatra got out of being 
phenomenal for two years in 
the’40s. 

* Weirdest pick? 

GT: | couldn't tell if it was 
cool or creepy for Obama 

to have “Yes We Can.” Maybe 
he's in Love with himself 

and wants to hear his 
speeches over and over as 
collaged by will.i.am. 


WHAT DOES YOUR RABBI SAY? 

“HE'S NOT OFFENDED’ SAYS WALDORF, 37, 
WHO DREAMED UP THE IDEA WHILE 

IN SYNAGOGUE. 

DO YOU PLAY BAR MITZVAHS? 

OY VEY OF COURSE, AND A RECENT 10K RACE 
“THERE WAS A GUY WHO CAME UP WEARING 
NOTHING BUT A CAPE AND SNEAKERS AND WAS 
SCREAMING, ‘HEY LOOK! I'M CIRCUMCISED!" 
MAZEL TOV! KEEP RUNNING.” JON COPLON 


ILLUSTRATION BY EAMO 


SIMPSON: STEPHEN LOVEKIN/ WIREIMAGE; MESHUGGA BEACH PARTY: DAN ESCOBAR. 


avicere[Ulerlare 


The Cell Meio 
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THE MICROPHONE.” 
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OUR LIFE/WALK 


a) 


“SING 


BURNER « KINGS OF LEON « RICK SPRINGFIELD + STEVIE NICKS 


Producers Angelo Petraglia, 
Jacquire King, Kings of Leon 


Studio Blackbird 
Studio, Nashville 

Last album Because of 
the Times, 2007 

New album Only by the 
Night, due September 
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/; Caleb: “Can | Get 
“ mary Maker's Mark 
\.\._ inthe monitor?” 


, Coa 
RICK 
SPRINGFIELD 


He’s back on General Hospital, 
but does the “Jessie's Girl” guy 
indeed rock? 


BEST RUMOR YOU'VE EVER HEARD 
ABOUT YOURSELF? THAT |'MA 

SILLY ONE-DIMENSIONAL POP STAR 
EVER DRIVEACARINTOA 

SWIMMING POOL? 

NO, BUT I'VE BEEN BUSTED HAVING SEX 


ALSO IN THE STUDIO 
) Scarlett johansson’s producer Dave Sitek (left) and the rest of TV ON THE RADIO have embarked on 
a fall follow-up to 2006's Return to Cookie Mountain at Stay Gold studios in Brooklyn. Goody-goody 
. CIARA is touching up the three-disc Fantasy Ride with production help from Tricky Stewart and Danja 
for November. Senegalese R&B impresario AKON is grinding on his third album, Acquitted, featuring 
a collaboration with Michael Jackson, who is rumored to be working on his own record. 


IN THE STUDIO 


“IT SOUNDS LIKE 
SATAN CRYING” 


BRAWLS, BOOZE AND BOCEPHUS INSPIRE THE 
KINGS OF LEON'S NEW ALBUM 


For their fourth record, the brothers (and cousin) Followill 
perfected their work ethic. They settled in witha Grammy- 
winning producer at a Nashville recording complex close 
to their hometown, shared space with country-music greats 
and drowned studio pressure with what singer-guitarist 
Caleb Followill calls a “smorgasbord” of booze. 

“We've been in there hanging with Hank Williams Jr,.” 
who was also working on music at Blackbird Studio, Caleb 
says. “We'd sit around, play some wall ball outside, then 
have a cocktail and cut tracks. | was drinking a lot of 
Maker's Mark, and Matthew was onadietsohe was just 
steadily drinking glasses of vodka. Occasionally if we'd 
overdone it, we'd start drinking some wine... We know 
how to make a record at this point, so it’s a lot less stress.” 

The brothers even managed to squelch their own family 
tradition of brawling. “This is the first album where we're 
alLin relationships and living in different houses,” Caleb 
says. “We wouldn't be inspired this way if we were all 
listening to the same music and hitting on the same 
woman.” But the real breakthroughs came as Caleb healed 
from shoulder surgery and an injury sustained in “one of 
many” fistfights with drummer brother Nathan. He ripped 
off his plaster cast just three days into the nine months 
his doc prescribed wearing it. “He gave me some good pills, 
which allowed me to write prettier songs and belt it out,” 
Caleb says, adding, “Matthew makes this haunting sound 
where he sings into his guitar pickup, so it sounds 
like Satan crying. That's on five tracks, | think.” DANREILLY 


WITH MY WIFE IN A CAR GOING 80 
MILES PER HOUR. WHEN THE COPS 
PULLED US OVER THEY SAID, “iN ALL 
OUR YEARS, WE'VE NEVER SEEN THAT 
POSITION ... "WE GOT OFF 

BIGGEST CELEBRITY IN YOUR 

CELL PHONE? UM, ME 

EVER GET LUCKY ON AN AIRPLANE? 
OH, YES, BUT IT’S TOO UNCOMFORT- 
ABLE AND STINKY TO HAPPEN MORE 
THAN A COUPLE OF TIMES 

WHAT'S THE STUPIDEST THING 
YOU'VE EVER EATEN? 

| DRANK COBRA BLOOD IN HONG KONG 
AT THIS PLACE CALLED SNAKE ALLEY. IT 
WAS TASTELESS AND ALITTLE THICK. 


WHAT DRUG WON'T YOU EVER 

DO AGAIN? 

ACID. ONE DAY! TOOK A TAB OF 
WINDOW PANE. !'M WATCHING THE 
TONIGHT SHOW, AND SUDDENLY MY 
ROOM TURNS INTO THE OCEAN, 
AND! START LITERALLY CLIMBING UP 
THE WALL. ELIZABETH GOODMAN 


R= VERDICT! 


SEX AT 80 MPH? ACID? COBRA BLOOD? 
RICKY ROCKS IT! 


OUT NOW VENUS IN OVERDRIVE 
(NEW D00R/UME) 


KINGS OF LEON: DARIN LEDFORD; TV ON THE RADIO: MICHAEL SCHMELLING/RETNA; SPRINGFIELD: CHRIS GORDON/GETTY IMAGES: WORD! ILLUSTRATION: ANDY FRIEDMAN, 
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The Cell Meio 
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i> Foot Locker PUMA. 


“| PUT. MY THANG DOWN/FLIP IT AND REVERSE jeden 


1. DRESS TOFLY, 

fou m keto 7 i’ 

“These days, | gota three-piece 
suit on—it's the Year of the Gentle- 
man, after all—and doing a backflip 
in that doesn't really look right. In 
fact, rarely do you see the two inthe 
same conversation, Also, don't 
wear tight jeans, because they're 
gonna rip and expose something 
you don't want to expose.” 
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2. DON’T TRY ITON 
PAVEMENT—OR DRUNK 
“The most difficult part is not 
knowing where the groundis 
until you're halfway through. 
certainly wouldn't recommend 
celsdetlale Rolain a-lare nia late hi am (elt) 
don’t want to land on your 

neck. | used to practice flips on 
mattresses. You need something 
to soften your landing.” 


3. GETASTRONG 
SPOTTER 

“You'll need someone attentive. 
You don’t wanta person trying 
to spotyou and then their cell 
phone rings in the middle of your 
flip. They've also got to be 
strong, so they can catch you— 
more like guide you if you need 
help. Basically: no weaklings 
and no one with ADD.” 


} 
} 
; 
| 


4. PERSONALIZE IT 
“There are a couple of things you 
can do. It depends on your skill 
level. Some guys candoa 
backflip and spread their legs. 
Some can even backflip and land 
ina split. But don't hurt yourself 
trying to make it special. The 
main goalis to not kill yourself. 
Look cool, don't die—those are 
words to live by right there.” 


cardio-health.net/palpitations 


INTRODUCING THE 2009 MATRIX WITH AVAILABLE AWD. 
As much power, grip and performance as you can handle. Just have a paper bag on hand. & TOYOTA 
Get in touch with your dark side at toyota.com/matrix moving forward 


AWD available on S models only. Prototype vehicle shown with optional equipment. ©2008 Toyota Motor Sales, U.S. A., ine 


THE PERFECT 
PATRON 
MARGARITA 


1 1/2 oz. Patron Silver or Reposado 
3/4 oz. Patron Citrénge 

3 oz. fresh lime juice 

Splash of orange juice 

Lime wheel for garnish 


Method: In a mixing tin full of ice, 
combine Patron Silver, Citrénge, 
lime juice, and orange juice. Shake 
well, strain, and serve on the 
rocks. Garnish with a lime wheel. 


SIMPLY PERFECT. 


simplyperfect.com 


© 2008 The Patron Spirits Company, Las Vegas, NV. 40% Alc/Vol. 
The perfect way to anjay Patron ts responsibly 
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T THE BOYS, IT'S LADIES’ Nit 


IF YOU HEAR ANY MUSIC, IT AIN' 


BURNER - ADELE + ESTELLE » MARK RONSON 


POP-STAR DE-CONFUSINATOR 


FINE IMPORTED 
CHANTEUSES 


BEWILDERED BY THE RECENT INFLUX OF FOREIGN LADY SINGERS? 
USE THIS HANDY GUIDE TO TELL YOUR ADELES FROM YOUR ESTELLES 


GEMMA AMY 
HAYES MACDONALD ESTELLE DUFFY ADELE 


KERLI 


This plus-size (fora 
pop star) Brit Award— 
winning songstress 


debuted at No.1 


on the U.K. charts. 


Blue-eyed soul singer 
from Wales, age 24, 
saw her first album 
debut at No.4 onthe 
Billboard album chart. 


The 28-year-old 


R&B star from London 
snapped that Adele 


and Duffy don't 


sing genuine soul. 


The first record 


acoustic-guitar- 


charts in the U.K 


The breathy Irish 
singer-songwriter, 


age 31, penned 


the ditty “Hazy” with 


Adam Duritz. 


Amy Lee, watch 


out for this 21-year- 


old platinum- 
blond Estonian 
goth-pop star! 


from this soft-spoken, 
strumming 21-year- 
old Scot topped the 


Hailed as “the 
new Amy 
Winehouse” 


C 


i 


As heard on 
Grey's 
Anatomy 


No last name 
necessary 


Sounds like 
Cranberries 
chick 


Counting Crows 
connection 


~ TOUCH HIM” 


—MARK RONSON, ON HIS CHILDHOOD SLEEPOVER 
WITH MICHAEL JACKSON 


ADELE: DAVE M. BENETT/GETTY IMAGES; DUFFY: DANNY MARTINDALE/WIREIMAGE; ESTELLE: TONY BARSON/WIREIMAGE; MACDONALD: CHRIS JACKSON/GETTY IMAGES: HAYES: SHOWBIZIRELAND/GETTY IMAGES; KERLI: DAVIS FACTOR; WORD! ILLUSTRATION: ANDY FRIEDMAN. 


SEXY SOULSTRESS POP DIVA COUNTRY VIXEN HIP-HOP HOTTIE KINKY ROCKER 


SOME PERFECTION IS DEBATABLE. 


SOME IS NOT. 


Made by hand from 100% blue agave. 
The world’s #1 ultra-premium tequila. 


SIMPLY PERFECT. 
wes simplyperfect.com 


(TEQUILA WY) 
LoOZDEAGAVE J} 


=} © 2008 The Patron Spirits Company, Las Vegas, NV. 40% Alc//Vol. 


2 perfect way to enjoy Patron is responsibly. 


BURNER = AL\y 


ALL 
ABOUT ME! 


Must-see TV 
“The Wire. | love 
the cop, McNulty. 
He's very sexy.” 


Worst job 
“Atanursing 
home for elderly 
people. | fed 
thern, showered 
thern and wiped 
their asses.” 


Last good 

book read 

“Rick James's 
autobiography. It's 
fucking weird! He 
was into some 
really shady stuff.” 


Most Swedish 
thing about me 
“That | hate myself 
and want to die.” 


Youth Novels 
(Lu) 


LYKKELI 


PVINCL 
DY JUS! 


IHHOTOGRA 


Atip for breaking the glacial ice with Lykke Li: Steer 
clear of the IKEA jokes. “Sometimes | really do hate 
Sweden,” says the 22-year-old pop warbler (whose name 
is pronounced luke-a lee) as she curls up inacorner booth 
at a sunny Brooklyn, New York, bar. “Everything is shiny, everything 
is perfect, the people are all blond and good-looking—but there's no 
passion. There's no heart.” 

Li Lykke Timotej Zachrisson was born in Ystad, a sleepy village in 
southern Sweden, toa pair of impossibly cool, if nomadic, parents:a 
photographer mom whowas in Tant Strul, one of the country's first- 
ever punk bands, and a celebrated guitarist dad who played in his own 
punk-cum-reggae band, Dag Vag, and partied with Andy Warhol at 
Studio 54. She spent her grade-school years in Portugal and India 
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INSIDE SWEDEN'S N 


H BY 


Lykke Li, pictured 
with her pet, 
Lykke M'balls. 


EWEST POP SONGBIRD LIVES THE DARK SOUL OF AN OLDHO 


SOORIYA 


LN VY Ir 
VVVIE 


(she’s fluent in three languages) and started writing songs asa 
teenager in Stockholm. After a brief stint gigging in New York, where 
she landed bookings by lying and telling people she was already 
an established pop star, she returned home and teamed up with Bjorn 
Yttling of Peter Bjrn and John, who produced her just-released debut. 
Lykke Li's Lush, airy indie-pop would easily mask her inner streak of 
quiet, uniquely Scandinavian despair were she not so happy to cultivate 
her gloom. “I enjoy a bit of darkness and bleakness in my life,” she says. 
(Told the lyrics to her gumdrop-sweet blogosphere hit “Little Bit” are 
surprisingly bleak, she beams appreciatively: “Thank you!") Whichis 
why she also feels cursed for looking like the cutest doll in the Strawberry 
Shortcake clan. “I just wish | didn’t have this baby face and this baby 
voice,” she says, frowning. “| wish | looked like an old prostitute.” @ 


HAIR AND MAKEUP: JENNIFER BRENT FOR PHYTO AND GIORGIO ARMANI BEAUTY. 


“BAD WORDS! BAD WORDS! BAD WORDS!" 


BURNER + ASK BLENDER 


Nas’s new record 
got me wondering: 
Has anyone ever 
used the N-word 
inanalbum 

title before? 


E.J. West, Bethesda, MD 


When Nas announced he was 
calling his ninth album Nigger 
(he ultimately bowed to 
pressure from retailers and left 
the LP untitled), it was shock- 
ing but not unprecedented. 
Richard Pryor released a pair 
of N-word albumsin the 
mid-’70s: That Nigger’s Crazy 
(1974) and Bicentennial Nigger 
(1976). A few years earlier, Sly 
& the Family Stone had ajam 
entitled “Don’t Call Me Nigger, 
Whitey” (1969), and John 
Lennon and Yoko Ono dueted 
on the provocative “Woman Is 
the Nigger of the World” in 
1972. Patti Smith had “Rock 

N Roll Nigger” in 1978, andin 
1991N.W.A released Efil- 
4zaggin—Niggaz4life spelled 
backward—which topped the 
Billboard charts. 

But to find the word's 
earliest appearances in pop, 
you have to go back to the 
blackface-minstrel songs of 
the pre-Civil War South. Titles 
include Dan Emmett’s “Nigger 
on De Wood Pile” (1845), R.W. 
Pelham’s “The Free Nigger” 
(1841) and the earliest exam- 
ple we could find, “Whar Did 
You Come From? (Knocka 
Nigger Down),” performed by 
the blackface performer Joel 
Sweeney in 1840. 


How do T-Pain and those dudes 
get their voices to sound like robots? 
Chad Belgo, Pomona, CA 


step 


Ol 


Get the software T-Pain 


Sing your hook (badly, 


uses Antares Auto-Tune, 
a program that employs 
technology originally 
developed to aidin oil 
drilling. Download a free 
demo copy at the 
company’s Web site. 


even!) Auto-Tune is typically 
used for fixing flubbed 
notes. You can warble to 
your heart's content and not 
worry about being in tune. 
This is how Ashlee 
Simpson has a career. 
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step 


Zero it out Most pitch 
correction nudges the notes 
almost imperceptibly, 

so the singing still sounds | 
natural. But by turning | 
“retune speed" to zero, you 
can hear each correction 
happen individually. 


Rock like a robot The 
resulting effect gives songs 
like Lil Wayne's “Lollipop” 
a weird, android-sounding 
quality. Imagine a graph of 
the melody that looks 
more like a boxy staircase 
than gently sloping hills, 


heard Neil Young 
stole one of his 

album titles from 
Devo. Which one? 


Penny Stroud, 
Burlington, VT 


Well, “stole” isn't 

quite right—but he 
definitely borrowed 
one. In 1978, Young— 
working under his 
pseudonym, Bernard 
Shakey—directed and 
starred in a low-budget 
black comedy called 
Human Highway, about 
a nuclear holocaust. 
New-wave weirdos 
Devo also appeared 

in the movie, and band- 
leader Mark Mothers- 
baugh lent music to the 
soundtrack. (He'd go 
onto contribute to 
Wes Anderson's films 
and Rugrats.) 

One day, Young 
spotted Mothersbaugh 
wearing a T-shirt with 
the slogan RUST NEVER 
SLEEPS. Mothersbaugh 
and Devo bassist Gerald 
Casale had made it 
four years earlier, when 
they owned a printing 
business in Ohio, to 
advertise an anti-rust 
chemical called Rust- 
Oleum. Young liked the 
line so much he named 
his next album after 
it. “Itrelates to my 
career, he later said. 
“The longer | keep 
going, the more | have 
to fight this corrosion.” 


Hat trick: 


Devo. 


A. | 


f 


ASK BLENDER 
askblender@blender.com 
1040 Sixth Avenue, 15th Floor, 
New York, NY 10018, Please 
include your first and last 
name, your town and your 
state or province. 


Got a question? We have 
the answer! If we print your 
question, you'll be entered 
to win the Samsung Glyde 
touch-screen phone. 


ILLUSTRATION BY EAMO 


DEVO: CHRIS WALTER/RETNA; T-PAIN: MARK VON HOLDEN/WIREIMAGE; HOW-TO ILLUSTRATION: JAMESON SIMPSON. 


nae WHEN | GET STUCK 


/RITING LYRICS 


| JUST WALK AWAY 
FROM IT ALL. 


WHAT EVEr 


301 


LIVE UNBUTTONED 


=<or 


“YES, WE'RE REALLY!/TRILLY FRILLY FRILLY FRILLY FRILLY.” 


sé 


BURNER « GREATEST SONGS EVEf 


44)/VEARS 
leis) 


THIS 
MONTH 


AUGUST 


“Where Did Our 
Love Go” reaches No.1 
on the charts. 


THE SUPREMES 
WHERE 


* 
The Syncom 3 
satellite is 
launched from 
Cape Canaveral, 
Florida. 


The Beverly Hillbillies 
is the highest- 
rated television show. 


THESHANGRI-LAS 


REMEMBER 


(VWWALKIN’ INTHE SAND)” 


HOW A 19-YEAR-OLD BS ARTIST PENNED AN EPOCHAL 


TEEN-POP JAM BY JON DOLAN 


George Morton's career nearly ended before 
it began. A tough Irish kid from Long Island, 
he'd sung in a doo-wop group and writtena 
few songs, all dead on arrival. And so, in1964, 
he found a newline of work—beating sailors in 
drinking contests. “Bartenders would call me 
in, and I'd take these guys' money,” he says. He 
was broke, directionless, a retiree at age 19. 

One winter morning, Morton hitchhiked 
into New York to see his friend Ellie Green- 
wich, who worked in the Brill Building, a 
songwriting factory that specialized in teen 
fantasies. Greenwich’s latest smash was the 
Ronettes’ “Be My Baby.” 

“I'd never heard of the Brill Building,” 
Morton recalls. “But I'm seeing wall-to-wall 
gold records. Now | get nervous. Ellie was very 
nice. There was a guy playing piano with his 
back to me.” That guy, Greenwich’s husband 
and cowriter, Jeff Barry, suddenly turned and 
asked Morton, “What do you do fora living?" 

The pop aspirant in Morton seized the 
moment: “I said, ‘Well, some people would 
say I'mabum, which means | write songs, like 
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you.’ He asked, ‘What kind of songs? And| 
said, ‘Hit songs!"” Barry, intrigued, commis- 
sioned a “hit song” on spec. The dare was on. 
Of course, Morton had nothing more than 
a few Loose ideas: “I didn't know the rules of 
songwriting.” He called a friend who owned 
a recording studio, told him to geta band 
together and started looking fora group. He'd 
recently seen a singing quartet 
from Queens—Mary and 
Elizabeth Weiss and Margie and 


Bob Dylan 
introduces the 
Beatles to 
marijuana, 


Lyndon B, 
Johnson wins 
the Democratic 

presidential 
nomination, 


Three civil- 
tights workers 
are found 
murdered in 
Mississippi. 


iv 
+ 
— 
pa 


minute, finishing the lyrics in his car on the 
way to the studio. Such elusive, flaky ways won 
him his man-of-mystery nickname, Shadow. 
“He was always late,” Weiss says. “Whichisn't 
so great when it's on your dime.” 

The result was the spare, haunting 
“Remember (Walkin’ in the Sand),” inwhich 
Mary pines for a boy who sailed away and 
broke her heart, then flashes back to their first 
kiss on the beach. In the chorus, it’s just the 
girls' voices, their fingers snapping and the cry 
of seagulls. (Sound effects would becomea 
Shadow Morton trademark.) Packed with girl- 
group melodrama, it was a teenage opera. “! 
thought of it like acting,” Weiss says. 

Morton scored a $250-a-week songwrit- 
ing gig—and, eventually, a No. 5 hit. “Il was 
loaded!" he recalls. He and the Shangri-Las 
had other successes—most famously, 
“Leader of the Pack”—before fading away. 

(Morton did go on to produce the 
New York Dolls' second album.) 
“Walkin’” may or may not 


Mary Ann Ganser, fans of R&Band 
gospel and the Everly Brothers’ 
tight harmonies. “I went 
backstage and told 'em, ‘Take 
those Japanese dresses you're 
wearing and rip'em up to your 
armpits so people can see your tits 
when you twirl around," 

“| was only, like, 14 years 
old!” Mary Weiss says, recalling 
Morton's styling tip. But they 
jumped at the chance to record. 
Morton worked up to the last 
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have launched another career, 
though. “I kept having to slap the 
kid playing piano on the back of 
the head,” Morton recalls. “He 
was playing a goddamn sym- 
phony, but | only wanted one 
note. Turned out it was Billy Joel!” 
Weiss corroborates this, but Joel 
remains cagey. When asked a few 
years ago if “Walkin’ in the Sand” 
was his first recording session, 
the Piano Man offered a cryptic 
reply: “Only the Shadow knows." 
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PERRY: MICHAEL ELINS; WEEZER: SEAN MURPHY; COLDPLAY: STEVE GRANITZ/WIREIMAGE: TING TINGS: DENNIS KLEIMAN. 
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JUNE 22, 11:36 a.m. 
Frontman Travis McCoy rings us from the bus at the Ventura, 
California, stop on the Warped Tour. 

“Today is a very, very crazy day. We're playing early because 
we have a video shoot with Busta Rhymes for our song ‘Peace 
Sign/Index Down later. I planned on getting up early and 
doing yoga, but guess who didn’t do that? Me. 

“I took up yoga in rehab. I went about four months ago, 
because I had a problem with painkillers. Now I can connect 
with the crowd and notjust bea fucking drug addict 
onstage, wandering around trying to remember the lyrics. 
Irecently started drinking again, though. The only reason I 
drank before was to make the pills kick in quicker, but now 
I just have a beer to mellow out and kick it. 

“My girlfriend [Katy Perry] is touring with us for 
the whole Warped Tour. She has a big, crazy bus with a huge 


picture of herself on it. It’s a little obnoxious, but when + 
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she’s parked next to me, it’s cute to 
wake up and see a huge picture of her 
face. It’s like, Awww.” 


DAY 2 

JUNE 23, 12:57 p.m. 

Drummer Matt McGinley calls from the L.A. 

set of the video for “Cookie Jar,” the 

first single off the new album, The Quilt. 

“Yesterday's video was for the Internet 

community. It went really well. Busta 

Rhymes was like, ‘Thanks for letting 

me do this. And we were like, ‘Are you 

kidding?!’ I grew up watching his 

videos. I’m still kind of pinching myself. 
“The ‘Cookie Jar’ video has more of 

astory line. Travis is going to be sitting on 

atherapist’s couch talking about why he 

can’t keep his hand out of the cookie jar. 

Cookies is kind ofa metaphor for chicks. 

haven't met the chicks in the video yet, 

because they intimidate me with their 

exceedingly high level of hotness.” 


DAY 3 

JUNE 24, 6:03 p.m. 

Bassist Eric Roberts checks in from the set 
of a fashion shoot in New York. 

“We had to be up around 4.4.m. to 

catch a flight to New York. I went to the 
airport bar and had three pints of beer 
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and acouple of shots of Johnnie Walker 
Black—it was the first flight where I 
actually slept through the takeoff. 

“The ‘Cookie Jar’ shoot was pretty 
awesome. The girls were all rad-looking, 
but they're not my type—I like the 
porno type. They've got to bea freak in 
the sheets! I can tell that just by talking 
to achick, and none of them had that. 
My ideal porn star is Shyla Stylez. She 
interviewed me for [L.A.-area television 
show] Un-Wired TV yesterday. Yeah, 

I got her number. Did I have sex with 
her? [Laughs. ] No, I didn’t. But we 
hung out. And she’s coming out to Vegas, 
where we'll be playing on Friday.” 


DAY 4 

JUNE 25, 3:31 p.m. 

An overheated McCoy phones from the 
Phoenix Warped stop. 

“[ just got offstage with Every Time I 
Die. They have a song called ‘The New 


HEROES WORSHIP (CLOCKWISE FROM TOP 
LEFT): MCCOY AND THE ADORING WARPED 
CROWD; MCCOY WOULD RATHER NOT 
DISCUSS THE KRAZY GLUE INCIDENT; McCoy, 
BUSTA RHYMES AND PRODUCER DRE AT THE 
“PEACE SIGN" SHOOT; “SIGN MY YEARBOOK?" 


Black’ that I’ve been singing on. I’m 
fucking hot as shit. It’s gotta be 110- 
plus here. 

“After the shoot last night, I got on 
the Internet to handle some business. 

I try not to read gossip columns— 
whenever some gossip shit pops up, I 
hear about it anyway. I heard there was 
some shit on Perez Hilton the other 
day about me buying Katy aring. The 
headline was PROMISE RINGS ARE FOR 
PussIES. I was like, All right, whatever. 
I did buy her a ring—I felt like it was 
time to take things to another level. But 
not the next, next, next, next level. 

“Do I know about Eric and the porn 
star? Funny-ass story! The other day I 
get on the bus and there's this random 
guy. He just points to the back lounge, 
and I’m like, OK, his friend’s having 
sexin there with someone. I go outside 
to smoke, and when I come back I see 
this chick leaving with the guy. I look at 
Eric, and hejuststarts smiling.And + 
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I'm like, ‘Dude, that’s the fucking porn 
star!’ was stoked for him. I just hope he 
doesn’t fall in love with her” 


DAY5 

JUNE 26, 12:59 p.m. 

Guitarist Disashi Lumumba-Kasongo rings 
us from the Las Cruces, New Mexico, 
Warped stop. 

“New Mexico is a weird place for us, 
because we got in our huge van accident 
here acouple of years ago after our 
merch guy fell asleep at the wheel. 

Our tour manager broke his foot, but 
everyone else made it out OK. After 
that, we got a bus, and every time we'd 
hit rumble strips, I'd be like, Oh, my 
God, we're going down! 


1ESE INTER 
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BLENDER.COM/GYMCLASSHEROES 
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“We have a [non-Warped] date in 
Vegas tomorrow. I’m gonna see my 
girlfriend for the first timein a month. 
I'm gonna lock up the hotel room and put 
up the DONOT DISTURB sign. Afterward, 
I’m probably gonna go to Eric’s room 
and just sit there and wait for him to tell 
me what happened [with Shyla Stylez]. 
Which he probably won't.” 


DAY 6 
JUNE 27,1:19 p.m. 
En route to an acoustic performance 
at a Las Vegas radio station, McGinley 
checks in. 
“Tm not really at my best when I’m on 
the radio. I can remember when we 
did our first radio interview at a local 
college station in Geneva [New York]. 
It was me and Travis, and I was still 
in high school. I was just so goddamn 
nervous and kind of shaky and shit. But 
I’ve come a long way from that. 

“We're playing the Hard Rock 
tonight. I think drinking one of those 
tall-ass slushies with Everclear in it 


“MY TYPE? 
THEY’VEGOT TO 
BEAFREAK 

IN THE SHEETS!” 


—ERIC ROBERTS 


FROM LEFT: ROBERTS IGNORED THE “DON'T 
EAT THE BROWN ACID" ANNOUNCEMENT; 
MCCOY: PATRON SAINT. 


will be about as sinful as I get tonight. 
Usually only the hella-sketchy places 
sell those, so I'll have to venture off the 
Hard Rock grounds.” 


DAY 7 
JUNE 28, 12:56 p.m, 
McCoy calls one last time, from the tour 
bus at the Salt Lake City Warped stop. 
“Shit, is this the last day? Parting is 
such sweet sorrow. The show last night 
was awesome. Afterward, we gambled 
for awhile. Shyla Stylez? Her dumb ass 
thought that we were in L.A. Friday, so 
she didn’t come through. 

“In Phoenix, I stepped on our 
hype man DeJesus’s foot onstage and 
blew out my knee. I’ve had, like, six 
knee surgeries—the doctor thinks I 
damaged the cartilage again, which 
would be really shit, ‘cause I’d have 
to get that replaced. They offered me 
Vicodin, and I turned it down—a major 
step for me. I'd been on painkillers 
since 2002 or 2003. After my cousin 
committed suicide in November, I dove 
in face-first and started snorting my 
brains out. Ona couple occasions, I've 
tried to kill myself, too. Two or three 
years ago, I had a crazy falling-out 
with my ex-girlfriend and I grabbed 
acocktail of pharmaceuticals and 
drowned them with alcohol. I woke up 
in the hospital handcuffed to a bed. 

“But now I'm having the time of 
my life, man. There’s a high from 
performing that I totally forgot about. 
Getting offstage after having a good 
show—you can’t put that into any pill. 
You can’t smoke that.” @ 
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Has there ever been a more compelling 
sexual presence on reality TV than Dina 
Lohan’s nostrils? The way they flare 
when she’s snarling at somebody, which 
isnevermorethanafewminutesawayon 
Living Lohan? The lovingly lacquered 
stage mom spends her show trying to 
present herself as a full-fledged human 
being, unaware that this would require 
a team of experts, the Large Hadron 
ColliderandanactofGod,notjustthe E! 
network. She's just an ordinary mother, 
helping her daughters, Ali and Lindsay, 
achieve their well-thought-out dreams 
of showbiz stardom. (“A lion protects 
her cubs,” Dina vows to the camera, 
shortly before whisking her 14-year- 
old cub, Ali, off to an Access Hollywood 
interview.) But the harder she tries to 
be human, the crazier she seems. And 
every time she zooms into one of her 
rage-queen fits about the gossip sites 
(“One of the idiot people are trashing 
us!”) and the gossip mags (“This whole 
tabloidism ridiculousness!”), she starts 
again with those furious Mother Lohan 
nostril flares. Oh, Dina—how your nos- 
trils haunt me. They are like twin gates 
into the unknown: one portal for heay- 
en, one for hell, but both leading to the 
nasal cavity of the sublime. 
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STATION TO STATION BY ROB SHEFFIELD 


MASTERS OF 


REALITY 


AS THE EVER-EXPANDING WORLD OF REALITY TV 
KEEPS FINDING THRILLING NEW LOWS, THE REST OF 
POP CULTURE STRUGGLES TO KEEP UP 


Reality TV has been hitting amaz- 
ing new lows all year—now these are real 
stars: Denise Richards, who makes ex- 
husband Charlie Sheen seem like the 
sane one! Kim Kardashian, with an ass 
that looks like Denali National Park with 
a blanket thrown over it! Brody Jenner, 
currently auditioning potential new- 
best-friend candidates for his upcoming 
MTV show Bromance! It all adds up to 
either a nadir for Western civilization or 
areally beautiful momentto be hungover 
and unemployed in America. Appreciate 
it now, for we'll all miss it when it’s gone. 


In the immortal words of Spencer Pratt, 
process that shit, bro! 

Like hip-hop in 1988 or physics in 
1905, reality-TV trash is reinventing 
itself so fast that there’s a new rulebook 
every couple of weeks. A few months 
ago, I thought Keeping Up With the 
Kardashians was as good as it got, but 
now it seems quaintly coherent com- 
pared with the truly avant-garde Denise 
Richards: It’s Complicated. You know 
how when the sandwiches at Starbucks 
are sold out, there’s a little message 
on the shelf: “Wow, this was popular! + 
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“I don't suffer 
fools gladly. 
l'mnothereto 
make friends.” 
January 2004 
Letting us all know 
what we were In for. 


There'll be more tomorrow”? A similar 
sign must hang in Denise's brain. 

While the reality-TV world keeps 
exploding, the rest of pop culture has to 
struggle to keep up. On one level, there's 
anew season of MTV's Making the Band, 
continuing the story of Danity Kane, the 
girl group formed by Diddy. On anoth- 
er, there's a global megastar like Amy 
Winehouse, who may have learned her 
vocal tricks from Aretha and Whitney, 
butlearned stardom from The Osbournes. 
She keeps producing new episodes of her 
screwed-up life, with her voice as a suit- 
ably tragic soundtrack. She sang about 
rehab before any of us had heard of her— 
ittook Whitney years to go from “Greatest 
Love of All” to “crack is wack’—but it’s 
like Amy decided to start right out with a 
musical equivalent of Being Bobby Brown. 
I mean, let's say your doctors just told you 
that you've got emphysema, and all that 
crack smoke has burned huge holes in 
your innards, and only 30 percent of your 
lungs are left. How do you react? If you 
don’t answer, “Jump on the nearest fes- 
tival stage and seize the opportunity to 
punch out a fan midsong,” you are proba- 
bly not Amy Winehouse. 

But even Amy at her scabbiest and 
screamiest could never be as scary as 
Dina. It’s been hard to care about the 
post-Osbournes celebrity-family garbage: 
Snoop Dogg takes his Father Hood to E!, 
Gene Simmons has to settle for Family 
Jewels on A&E. But that Dina, she’s some- 
thing special. Shecomesonasprimo puma, 
acold-blooded manipulator of her pubes- 
cent meal ticket and a nonstop gusher of 
maternal wisdom. When Ali has a rough 
day atschool, getting teased about Lindsay 
(“They walk down the hall and sing the 
‘Rehab’ song!”), Dina confides to the cam- 
era, “It’s such a tough age, you know, these 
teen years, but everyone deals with it, you 
know?” Ah, yes, Lady D, we know. 

As for Denise Richards: It’s Compli- 
cated, 'm in awe. Let's face it, when you 
hear the word complicated, the first name 
that springs to mind is Denise Richards, 
revered in the science community for play- 
ing a wide-eyed nuclear physicist named 
Dr. Christmas Jones in one of the dippiest 
James Bond movies ever. She may be 
remembered by ’90s-trivia-night bar 
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@® Every reality show requires a constant su 
“Tonight she showed her true colors: 


“I know I'm talent- “lt wrote, |LOVE 

ed, buti wasn't put BLAKE on my 

here to sing. | was tummy. It's just 
put hereto beawile chicken scratch,” 
and amomand look June 2007 

after my family.” Onwhat she was doing 
June 2007 with that broken glass 


What reality-TV 
fans call the "fore- 
shadowing edit." 


patrons as the naked girl who splashed in 
the motel pool with Neve Campbell in 
Wild Things, though to me, she'll always 
be the beauty-pageant princess in Drop 
Dead Gorgeous who sang “Can't Take My 
Eyes Off of You” to a statue of Jesus on the 
cross. The problem is, she has a Richie 
Sambora-shaped stain on her name (you 
don’t mess with Heather Locklear's man— 
you jst don’t), not to mention a CHARLIE 
tattoo on her ankle. 

So with /t’s Complicated, she tries to 
show that she's a nice Midwestern gal, 
parading her toddlers in front of the cam- 
eras and using her recently widowed, 
apparently shell-shocked, agonizingly 
exploited dad, Irv, as the straight man. In 
one especially excellent episode, Denise 
goes weeping to Irv about her shrink. 


NO YORK, NO YORK 


Back in the late 1970s, New York was crawl- 
ing with small-town kids who moved there 
because they wanted to be Lou Reed or Patti 
Smith. Instead, they found abombed-out 
urban hetthole of filth, poverty, hustlers, 
Parasites, con men and art students. And 
they decided it was cool. That’s the story 

of No Wave: Post-Punk. Underground. New 
York. 1976-1980, an amazing coffee-table 
book from two sages of the scene, Byron 
Coley and Sonic Youth guitarist Thurston 
Moore. The no-wave bands had names like 
Blinding Headache or Teenage Jesus & the 
Jerks, making the sickest, ugliest, most 
repulsive noise around. Believe it or not, the 
music was great shit—try James Chance’s 
“Contort Yourself” or Theoretical Girls’ 
“You Got Me.” But what makes No Waveis 
the cast of characters, with art stars like 
Lydia Lunch, Anya Philips and Jean-Michel 
Basquiat. (There's also future Blender 
scribe Robert Christgau on page 75, kick- 
ing the crap out of Chance!) In these pho- 
tos, they look weirdly young and hopeful— 
even the fearsome Lydia Lunch (above) 
could pass fora brunet Britney, posing inher 
Disneyland sweatshirt. Yet they captured the 
sound of acity going down the toilet. 


pply of the same old money quotes: “I'm not here to make friends!" 

" "| Know fora fact I'm not going home tonight.” “You threw me under the bus!” 
But how many reality shows canclaim dialogue like “I'd rather ‘ave cat AIDS, fank you"? Only one. 

And that's The Amy Winehouse Show: Spill the Winehouse! 


"twascuttingmyself “Itwasa 

after he found me piece of shit.” 
in our roomaboutto February 2008 
dodrugswithacall Onhersinging at 
girland rightly said an awards show, 
twasn't good What they calla 
enough for him.’ moment of clarity.” 
August 2007 

So that's what the 


broken glass was for! 


Denise: Dad, he makes me feel like 
I'm fuckin’ crazy. 

Irv: Well, you're not crazy. 

Denise: I’m starting to think I am. 

Iry: No, you're not. You're not. 

Denise: Are you sure? 

Irv: [Pause.] I don't think you are, 

She is! Next cosmic riddle! 

Lalso love how Denise's shrink tells her 
she’s giving too much, and not getting 
enough “me time,” so she makes her 
girlfriends throw her a party, where acon- 
sultant shows up to explain, “A great way 
to express yourself is pole dancing. Have 
any of you ever done any pole dancing?” 
There's a priceless flicker of panic on 


Denise's face (What is this pole dancing of 


which you speak? Never heard oft!) before 
she gets up on the pole to explore her 
freshly awakening sensual side. Surprise— 
she's good at it! Beginner's luck, no doubt. 

Where will this end? It won't. That’s 
why Brody Jenner, stepbrother of reality 
star Kim Kardashian, ex-boyfriend of 
reality star Nicole Richie and ex-BFF of 
reality star Spencer Pratt, is getting his 
own show, because America refuses to 
believe there isn’t something we're not 
already getting from Brody Jenner. It’s 
interesting how fate works, just like 
Ambre says on Rock of Love. 

Reality stars aren’t built to last— 
everybody knows the pattern where some 
nobody like Paris or Nicole gets famous 
on a show, and then their off-screen 
party-tard antics become the thing 
they’re famous for, and the show can’t 
keep up. If anybody was in the mood to 
chuckle at Paris, they didn’t go to The 
Simple Life; they went to her daily 
paparazzi-flashing scandal. This year's 
crop will be no exception. But as for the 
future, who knows—nothing on Keeping 
Up With the Kardashians could possibly 
beasfunnyas the fact that Kim announced 
her support for Obama at a launch party 
for Girls Gone Wild magazine. (“I had 
dinner with him once, and he just seemed 
very firm about the change, and that's, 
like, his motto,” Kim told the world.) Or 
the fact that Michael Lohan, Lindsay's 
estranged ex-con dad, recently approached 
Kim at a party and asked her to “keep a 
watchful eye” on Lindsay. Which means 
the fun is only beginning. @ 


WINEHOUSE: BAUER GRIFFIN; LUNCH: JULIA GORTON 
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HE'S OUT-RAPPING, 
OUT-SELLING 

AND OUT-THINKING 
EVERYONE 

ELSEIN 

THE MUSIC WORLD. 
SOWHYISLIL 
WAYNE 

FREAKING OUT? 
BY JONAH WEINER 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
BEN WATTS 


the West Dixie Highway 
curves toward North Miami, the city’s glitzy epicenter becomes 
a distant memory. The cruise ships, sandy nightclubs and 
gated island communities of South Beach give way to all-night 
coin-op laundromats, strip clubs lit in queasy green neon 
(NUDE REVUE! FRICTION RUBBING!) and run-down single- 
story homes. Al Capone, John Collins, Gianni Versace—swells 
like that never set a loafer on this soil. At 14.9th Street, though, 
an unexpected outpost of wealth looms into view. The win- 
dows are tinted and the doors are always locked—to getin, you 
either knowa code or someone famous. The parking lot gleams 
with Benzes, Bentleys and Rolls-Royces, a luxury fleet under 
24-hour guard. This is Miami's Hit Factory—the recording 
studio where Justin Timberlake made his last album, where 
Shakira and Scott Storch regularly bump into each other in the 
halls and where Lil Wayne is camped out, hard at work, one 
hot June night. 

A clock on the wall reads 4:08 a.m. one moment, 5:22 the 
next, 5:26 what seems like an hour later—time has slipped its 
leash. Since Wayne arrived in his chauffeured black Phantom 
around midnight, he hasn't stopped moving, hasn’t taken a 
seat, hasn’t so much as leaned on anything. The New Orleans 
rapper, 26, zigzags from vocal booth to control room to 
lounge; he jerks and bops and kicks in time with blaring 
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instrumentals, feeling out rhythms, mouthing rhymes to him- 
self. He's wearing a fitted white Polo tee, slouchy Evisu jeans 
and wildly patterned Supra high-tops. A red bandanna 
plumes from his left pocket like a cartoon wound. He carries 
atriple-stack of Styrofoam cups, swigging the sweet, narcotic 
cocktail of promethazine-codeine cough syrup he’s never 
without—recently, he’s been mixing it with Jones cream soda. 
Between sips, Wayne sucks at a spindly brown blunt, forcing 
marijuana smoke from his nostrils in stuttering double col- 
umns. His smile is an infestation of diamonds, but right now 
he isn’t smiling much. There’s an agitation to his drags—a 
fretful element more chain-smoker than Cheech Marin. 
Within this fume-spewing, rhyme-spitting perpetual-motion 
machine, you detect the rumbles of anxiety. 

And then, Wayne stops moving. He raises a palm to his jaw. 
“Fuuuck.” His toothache is back. It’s been bugging him for a 
few days, and the pain is irritatingly familiar. “Anyone seen my 
Orajel?” he growls. Someone rises from a couch, flips open a 
phone and disappears. 

Wayne's discomfort is contagious. The members of his entou- 
rage shift their weight and sneak glances at their boss for cues. 
The rule around Wayne, especially when he’s gru mpy, is speak 
when spoken to, otherwise keep your mouth shut. 

Suddenly, he breaks into a tuneless croon. 

I got a toothache 

The size o’ Virginia 

I got a tooothaaache 

And it hurts like amuh-fucka! 

Gutter and Kid-Kid, two teen MCs from New Orleans signed 
to Wayne's Young Money imprint, shake their heads in sleepy 
commiseration; they've been here all night, occasionally 
recording eight-bar verses and fishing for Wayne's approval: 
“You fuck with that one, Weezy?” Josh, one of Wayne's engi- 
neers, nudges a cursor around a computer screen, chuckling. 


Nadia, a curvy olive-skinned girl, grins. Curled up on aleather 
couch, she’s overdressed for a sleepover: gold sandals on her 
feet, black tights decorated with gold fleurs-de-lis on her legs, 
an oversize gold Chanel bag doubling as a pillow. Wayne likes 
having girls in the studio—they rub his back when requested; 
they smile demurely when he makes jokes; they play with their 
cell phones and stare into the middle distance, keeping him 
company of a quiet, undemanding sort. 

No Orajel in sight, Wayne throws open a Louis Vuitton week- 
end bag and yanks out a translucent-orange prescription bottle 
and a plump pack of gummy bears. He takes a little from col- 
umn A, a little from column B, gulps down the mess and 
resumes crooning, his eyes squeezed shut. 

I'm gon’ eata Xanny 

I’m gon’ eat some candy 

And the candy prolly won't help 

But ifit makes you feel good, it’s good for your health! 

It’s ademented rock-star jingle, which is perfectly appropri- 
ate. Lil Wayne is the most demented rock star in the world. 
Two weeks ago, his sixth album, Tha Carter I/J—full of raps 
about space, cannibalism, wealth and drugs—sold just over a 
million copies in its first week: a stunning seven-figure bow 
when music-industry experts had proclaimed the seven-figure 
bow arelic of better, bygone days. A week ago, Wayne appeared 
on seven separate songs in the Billboard Hot 100—“Lollipop,” 
his androidish ode to oral sex, spent five weeks at No. 1. Barack 
Obama has taken to shouting him out in stump speeches. 

But Wayne has other things on the brain tonight. He has a 
court date in two days in Atlanta: drug-possession charges he 
thought had been dismissed until his manager informed him 
otherwise. He has offers coming in faster than he can process 
them: 8 Mile-style biopic deals, clothing-line deals, a deal for 
Wayne-branded bubbly called Halo. And two days after court, 
he’s leaving for a two-week vacation, the first he’s had in months. 


“He was gonna go to Saint-Tropez,” his longtime friend and 
manager Cortez Bryant explains, “but when he found out it was 
in France, that was off.” Wayne despises long flights. He can’t sit 
still for that many hours, hates having to fasten his seat belt 
when told to, and his blunt-a-minute weed habit doesn’t really 
jibe with TSA guidelines. “Wayne likes to do what he wants to 
do, when he wants to do it,’ says C.J., one of his assistants. 

So Saint-Tropez has given way to a resort in the Dominican 
Republic—a much shorter flight—but even the prospect of 
white-sand beach-bumming seems to stress Wayne out. At one 
point, passing in the hall, I say, “So, you're headed to the Carib- 
bean, huh?” 

He keeps his eyes down, mutters, “Something like that,” and 
brushes past on his way back to the booth. 

Despite his million-selling triumph, there's a voice nagging 
at Wayne, flaring up in his head like a toothache, crashing the 
party. It’s the reason he spent the morning he learned about 
Tha Carter III’s sales recording a song about Tha Carter IITs 
sales, for release to radio stations that day—“A million sold, 
first day I went gold/How do I celebrate? Work on Tha Carter 
IV? he rapped. It’s the reason he’s here now, in the bleary-eyed 
dawn, recording take after take of songs with no clear idea of 
where they'll end up. Many MCs tout their tireless hustle eth- 
ics, but with Lil Wayne, it seems less like a brag and more like 
a pathology. “It’s a faucet I can’t turn off,” he says. “I can try and 
ignore it, but I can’t ever turn it off. 

“And I gotta keep going, ‘cause I still don’t have the crown,” he 
explains. “Someone else just won Best Male Hip-Hop Artist at 
the BET Awards. Why not me? Huh? That tells me I’m not 
going hard enough. That tells me I've done something wrong.” 


Wayne’s South Beach condo is on the 26th floor of a 


35-story tower. Its western exposure is glass from floor to ceil- 
ing, offering IMAX views of the speedboats and shipping 
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cranes below. The walls are beige; the furniture, cream leather. 
A pool table dominates the living room, where a row of black- 
and-white photographs hang: Martin Luther King, Al Pacino 
in Scarface, Miles Davis, Bob Marley, John Coltrane, Jimi 
Hendrix (“Cortez set this place up,” Wayne admits. “I ain’t 
really listened to all of those musicians yet”). Inspired by the 
art-collecting habits of his friends Jay-Z and Kanye West, 
Wayne's thinking about adding a Basquiat to the room (last 
year, one canvas sold for $10.5 million): “The first time I saw 
one, I said, ‘Tt costs that much for this?’ But I want my house to 
look cool.” On another wall there's a flat-screen TV flanked by 
two $2,000 Taylor electric guitars—Wayne’s a competent 
player, and you can hear him solo on Tha Carter IIT. “I love 
when a girl walks in here and says, ‘Oh! Those guitars are such 
nice decorations!” he says. It's the day after his studio all- 
nighter, and he’s padding around shirtless, wearing plaid 
pajama pants and matching slippers. “P/f7! I'll pull one down 
and start playing. ‘This ain’t no decoration, bitch—I'm nice!” 

Wayne has places in Atlanta and New Orleans, too (“I gotan 
11,000-square-foot mansion for $1.9 million ‘cause of the hur- 
ricane”), and even though he uses this one the most, it's clearly 
the home of a guy whose true resting place is the tour bus: 
Vuitton luggage splays everywhere, spilling tees, jeans and 
Jockey boxers still in the shrink-wrap. Wayne's sneakers, 
tossed haphazardly, fill an entire room: The floor is a gnarled 
topography of Dunks, Air Force Ones, Jordans, Stan Smiths, 
Bapes, Vans and Pumas. A narrow path weaves through the 
patent-leather foothills. 

There is no evidence that a meal has ever been prepared in 
Wayne's kitchen, His stainless-steel refrigerator is stocked like a 
convenience store’s: rows of Fiji water, 
rows of A&W root beer and, in the door, a 
row of Moét bottles. There is no food in sight 
besides candy. The counter is crowded 
with Blow Pops, Sour Patch Kids, Snickers, 
Milky Ways, Dots, Skittles. “It's always like 
Halloween in here,” says one of Wayne's 
assistants, who goes by T. 

Today, T is joined by another handler, 
E.I., anda hulking Dominican tattoo artist 
named Juan, who's waiting to re-ink some 
of the designs that cover Wayne's arms, face 
and torso. As Juan puts it, “I'm gonna throw 
a whole lot of red on him.” A month ago, 
Juan wrote three words in red above 
Wayne's right eye: 1 AM Music. (The color 
signals Wayne's affiliation with the Bloods.) 
Today, Wayne places his fists knuckle-to- 
knuckle, so that a faded message forms, 
running in cursive along the bottoms of his 
hands: 'M SELF MADE Brrcu! “I need this 
freshened up,” he says. 

Before Juan can start freshening, though, 
Wayne has to finish what he’s doing. And 
what he's doing, of course, is working on anew track. He has a 
little white iBook connected to a mic in his living room, so he 
can watch traffic on the 836 while he works. Between takes, he 
picks from a plastic bowl of tennis-ball-size doughnut holes, 
toothache be damned. 

The song—which may end up on Luw Sawngz, Wayne's 
planned R&B LP; on his forthcoming duets album with 
T-Pain; on a mix tape; or buried forever on an external hard 
drive—is full of cosmic come-ons that Wayne sings rather 
than raps: “Shorty, don’t say shit, get in my spaceship/Let me 
take you to another world/A better world/ Probably in the sky, 
flying with the fishes/Or maybe in the ocean, swimming with 
the pigeons.” It's a daffy rhyme, not far in spirit from the ones 
he was making up last night about Xanax and gummy bears. 
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This is part of Wayne's genius: He rides free-associative 
waves, pushes tangents to surrealist extremes, and the results 
are exhilaratingly odd: gangsta dada. This might have to do 
with all the codeine cough syrup he drinks. “It’s a narcotic 
high. It’s like he’s taking a little bit of heroin,” says Dr. Cynthia 
Kuhn, professor of pharmacology at Duke University Medi- 
cal Center and coauthor of the drug taxonomy Buzzed. “You 
can get an otherworldly feeling, and you can feel less con- 
strained by your usual thought patterns.” 

But as unhinged as Wayne's rhymes get, he can strike an 
intense, no-nonsense figure in person. Spotting Gremlins, 
Rush Hour 3 and E.T. DVDs on his coftee table, I ask him what 
other ways he wastes time. “I don’t waste time,” he responds, He 
watches TV, but has no patience for anything besides the ESPN 
lineup. “I don’t watch anything where they go ‘action’ and ‘cut;” 
Wayne says. “Cause that means it’s not real. If lwannasee some 
acting, I can get 15 naked bitches to act out a scene. I’m a real- 


life nigga. Life's too short for me to die tomorrow and the only 
thing I know aboutis the last episode of Law and Order, 

Wayne has felt this sort of urgency since childhood. He grew 
up in Hollygrove, a working-class New Orleans neighborhood, 
and while other kids were playing with toys, he was writing 
raps and performing them on neighborhood porches. “I wasn’t 
ever no action-figure kid,” he says. “If I wanted to fight, Ud fight 
for real.” Wayne thanks his mother, Cita Carter, for this men- 
tality. A tough-as-nails chef, she raised him by herself, teaching 
him early on how to act like a man. When he was in junior 
high, she gave him his first Glock, with instructions to em ptyit 
into the first guy that messed with him. 

At18, Wayne decided he wanted a teardrop tattoo, the first 
of four he wears today. These usually signify people you've 
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killed, and although Wayne won't explicitly explain their 
meaning, he habitually points to his tears when he’s threaten- 
ing to destroy enemies. “I asked my mother permission to get 
it, and she respected my choice,” he recalls. “When I came 
home and showed it to her, she told me, ‘Boy, I might have to 
get one of those for myself!” 


Atlanta, December 2007. Wayne is camped out, as 
always, at arecording studio. Tha Carter III was supposed to 
be in stores this month, but that was before most of the 
album leaked, denting Universal’s fourth-quarter bottom 
line. Rather than proceed with compromised material, 
Wayne decided to scrap it and start over. “There wasn't a sec- 
ond thought,” he says. “I was like, I got 135 trillion more 
songs, I'll just make an album from that.’ Even without any 
more leaks, though, the album will keep sliding down the 
release schedule, a month at a time, until June. It will be 
safeguarded against piracy by several means: Engineers 
from the earlier sessions will be replaced; Bryant will keep 
the album’s master hard drives on him at all times; when the 
music arrives at the plant to be pressed onto CDs, boxes will 
be labeled with the names of less download-plagued artists, 
like Neil Diamond. Despite this, the album will be all over 
blogs a week before release. 

But that is in the future. Right now, in Atlanta, Wayne is 
excited about a new song. “I gotta play this for you,” he says, 
and asks his engineer, Deezle, to cue up a track called “Lolli- 
pop.” The song foregoes the hardened, brain-scrambling 
rhymes Wayne has perfected in lieu of simple, insinuating 
pick-up lines delivered in an oozing, digitally modulated war- 
ble. Wayne grins and shouts over the music, “Dudes are gonna 
hate this one!” He pauses for effect. “Ugly dudes, that is!” 

Flash forward seven months and “Lollipop” is the single that 
turned Wayne from the biggest story in hip-hop—debated and 
extolled on stoops, porches, lunch lines and message boards— 
to the biggest story in pop. With one Auto-Tuned flourish, 
ladies were invited to the party—and with them, Top 40 
radio—and Wayne found himself with the biggest hit of his 
career. “We'd come in from the weekend and it would be, like, 
8,000 spins!” recalls Katina Bynum, a Universal product man- 
ager who's worked with Wayne since Cash Money signed him 
at 12. “We were like, Were they playing anything else besides 
it?” She couldn’t remember the last time it felt that great to 
work at a record label, “We were running up and down the 
halls, champagne was popping, like, Wow.” 

Still, it’s hard to imagine Tha Carter IJ selling quite so 
astronomically if it weren't for all of Wayne's gray-market 
output, too. Since 2005's Tha Carter II, Wayne appeared on 
dozens of mix tapes and dozens of other artists’ songs—it was 
a great way to keep up with the breakneck pace of music fan- 
dom circa 2008; it proved that he had a wealth of material, 
not just singles, worth hearing; and it was wildly lucrative. 
“You call Wayne and ask him for a feature, he says yes, no 
matter what,’ Cortez Bryant says. “Then it’s up to me to work 
out the money. Wayne gets $75,000 for each guest appear- 
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ance, but that’s what we call the love fee. The regular fee these 
days is $125,000.” (If half of Wayne's 60-plus cameos in 2007 
clocked the love fee, that means he made $2.3 million off 
guest appearances alone.) 

Industry execs are busy trying to analyze the Wayne model 
and figure out ways to duplicate its success. “I’m not sure 
how you do it. There's not a lot you can take away from this,” 
says Sylvia Rhone, president of Universal Motown. “Wayne 
is sitting on the same shelf with U2, Stevie Wonder, Marvin 
Gaye—creative geniuses. He's almost like a poet laureate. 
You can’t do a case study on that.” Not that the label hasn't 
tried to impose its own strategic sense on Wayne. Before Tha 
Carter IIT came out, Universal was unhappy with the volume 
of Wayne material flooding onto the mix-tape circuit and 
airwaves. They feared overexposure, worried that an audi- 
ence accustomed to so much free material would be less 
likely to pony up for a CD. “The label was blunt. They told us, 
‘Wayne shouldn't be doing all this. He’s gonna burn himself 
out,” Bryant recalls. “Wayne said, ‘Nah. I’m gonna keep it 
up. He raps like he breathes.” 


Like any rock star, Lil Wayne isn’t immune to self- 
mythologizing. To hear him tell it, he's a superman: He 
describes surviving two bullets—one a self-inflicted accident 
at age 12 and one fired into his bus by an angry groupie—with 
chuckling élan; he’s an indefatigable hustler: “I'm always in the 
lab”: and he’s an artist beholden to no one but his own codeine- 
addled muse: “The word pressure is not in my vocabulary.” 

But the man desperately needs a vacation. The first day we 
meet, he’s running 10 hours behind—handlers try to rouse him 
from bed throughout the day, but word keeps coming back that 
“he’s in a coma.” The next day, at his condo, he snaps at T for 
failing to pack enough cough syrup for the trip to Atlanta, “T 
thought you said you were doing it,” T protests. 

“Me? Why would I say that?” Wayne snarls. “Since when is 
that my job?” 

I'm sitting across from Wayne with a notepad, Juan is sitting 
across from him with a tattoo needle, and our conversation has 
taken a prickly turn. Wayne once mentioned that he keeps a set 
of encyclopedias on his bus, so Task about his reading habits. 
Does he ever pick a subject at random and learn all about it? 

“No,” he says. “I'ma millionaire.” 

“What's that mean? Millionaires still have things they can learn!” 

“Are you a millionaire?” he asks. “No. So don’t tell me what 
millionaires do.” 

And then Wayne's up, moving again, agitated. “That hurts 
my bone,” he says to Juan, who's been inking his elbow. He goes 
into his kitchen, comes back chugging a can of root beer. He 
sets it on his coffee table, half-full, and stares out the window, 
running a finger around his bellybutton. “Take care of that,” he 
mumbles, and T carries the can to the trash. 

Wayne walks over to his iBook and adjusts the microphone. 
“There's just one more thing I've got to do,” he says. And then 
he starts working on another song. @ 

—ADDITIONAL REPORTING BY ELIZABETH GOODMAN 
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SETTING: The St. Louis stop of the Warped Tour, among fans // 


“As agirl, lwas obsessed with those crazy flamenco-looking outfits that were supposed to be returned at the end of dance recitals—mine weren't. 
Now mystyleis avery pinup Vargas-girl thing, like Lolita. Itcomes from working in an antique store when | was 15. Ican be sexy, but | don’t putit all out on display. 
| may be wearing something prim and proper, but underneath it I've got a bullet bra and a garter, so watch out! My musicis very sassy— 
it's full of attitude and humor, and that's exactly my fashion sense. | have a thing for hearts and stars and puppies and kittens. It’s cheeky.” 
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i SETTING: A Paris stop on their tour, near the Cathedral of Notre Dame and the Seine // Photograph by Mel Karch 

Frontman Donald Cummings (center): “I have alot of photos of Richard Gere around the time of American Gigolo—him completely fit and waxed 
with a towel draped over his shoulder and wet hair; he’s glowing in orange light with steam around him. That shit had alot to do with the 
aesthetics and the vibe of our record. When you're writing music, you want to try to incorporate that feeling into what you're wearing. That said, | havea 
shirt, a pair of jeans, ajacket and leather SGM suspenders that I've been sporting every day for about two months.” 


&- Bae’ 


ou SETTING: Inglewood, California, where a random driver screams from his car, “J*DaVeY, baby!” // Photograph by Danielle Levitt 

Producer Brook D'Leau (right): “Being from L.A., our style—and music—is just a huge gumbo pot of different flavors: jazz fusion, punk rock, old jazz, 
industrial, hip-hop, of course, and soul. Plus, it’s sunny out here, soit’s bright colors, a cutoff T-shirt—for the ladies.” 
Singer Jack Davey (left): “In 2003, |had an Afro. Then Erykah Badu went from having a shaved head to rockin’ an Afro. | was like, There goes my look. The 
mohawk was so outside of the box fora black female. | got laughed at, pointed at, or people would talk about how big aresponsibility it was— 
it's not just a faux hawk. But I'm not trying to represent the punk movement. To me, the haircut is just a sign that |'m bold and | just don't give a shit.” 
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PREVIOUS SPREAD, HAIR: AARON LIGHT FOR REDKEN/CELESTINE AGENCY. 


(a6 SETTING: At a scrap-metal shop on Howell and Decatur Streets in Atlanta’s Old Fourth Ward // Photograph by Michael Schmelling 
“Where I'm from, Georgia, we always had the terminology: If you can't get locked up in it, don't wear it, know what I'm sayin’? 

| keep my thing simple: denim, Dickies, black tees. Instead of spending dumb-ass money on asilly-ass outfit | know | ain’t gonna wear, with glitter 

and shit on it, |buy Audemars Piguet. That's how you stay ahead of the game. Go heawyon the ice-it never fails to get you out of anything.” 
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INGREDIEWTS: ALCOHOL +CAFFEINE+DUELING AIR ly Ss 
GUITARS + IMPROMPTU ROOFTOP PARTY +50 FREAKIN | 
FUNNY + AWESOMENESS +WEW FRIEND IN THE 
BURRITO LINE... 


CONTAINS ALCOHOL 


WWW.SPARKS.COM 


PLEASE ENJOY RESPONSIBLY = PREMIVM MALT BEVERAGE ~ SPARKS.COM “2008, THE STEEL BREWING CO — IRININDALE, CA 
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MEET FIVE TASTEMAKERS BLURRING 


THE LINE BETWEEN ROCK STAGES AND RUNWAYS 
BY TYLER GRAY @ PHOTOGRAPH BY KEIRON O'CONNOR 


Dee and Ricky, havea 
heart on for fashion. 


THE ORIGINAL COOL KIDS 


Dee and Ricky Jackson, 21 


Hail from: Staten Island, New York 
“are with: Marc Jacobs, Pharrell Williams’s Billionaire Boys Club 
inspired by: 1970s Hanna-Barbera, fat-booty Spanish women 
Must-haves: Duffel bags, pickles, icy rings 
gi twins (ina set of triplets) discovered fashion in the housing 
projects of Staten Island. “Drug dealers are probably the 
most stylish people in the world’ Dee says. “They're the reason | 
wanted to get fly.” His and Ricky's accessories seem more Toys “R” 
Us than narcouture, though—belt buckles and brooches made 
from Legos, tiny Etch-A-Sketches and Xbox controllers. Kanye West 
and Lindsay Lohan have worn their pieces. Lately, they're busy 
performing with their electro-hip-hop trio, 
Jackson Swinton, and sewing bags from 
bulletproof and fireproof materials. 
“People are not used to carrying around 
shit like this’ Dee says. 


THE INDIE 


v. ordan Noel, 27 


_ \ Hails from: Athens, Georgia 
|\ Hangs with: The Whigs, Wilco, Tokyo Police Club 
Inspired by: Omaha, Scott Spillane of Elephant 6 
Must-haves: Bowie's Station to Station, something 
: homemade (a scarf or painted sunglasses) 
Noel's GingerGroupDesigns handcrafts T-shirt artwork and accessories for indie 
rockers, He's working on record covers for the Telephono project-an intercontinental 
songwriting effort between Coyote Bones’ David Matysiak, Cursive’s Tim Kasher, 
Sebadoh's Jason Loewenstein and others. “Things need to feel real in the music industry, 
where everything is downloads,’ Noel says, “And in aclothing industry where 
everything is mass-produced and... Urban Outfitters,” 
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THE GYPSY 


Pamela |intana Racine, 30 


Hails from: New Yorlc 

Hangs with: Boyfriend Elijah Wood 

Inspired by: Her painter-seamstress mom, 
designer Liz McClean, Slayer 

Must-haves: Scarves, jean jacket, sewing kit 
Racine, a founding member of the Balkan- 
heritage punk band Gogol Bordello, says 

its costumes—part nomad, part athlete—get 
rattier with every tour date, which recently 
included Philly, Brooklyn, Istanbul, Brazil, Russia 
and Tokyo (in that order). "I'm acrafter like 

you have no idea’ Racine says. “It's in my soul.” 
(Her Thai mom sewed Pamela's childhood 
outfits.) Racine created the stripey, scarfy look of 
her band and of its Ukrainian string-bean 
front-maniac Eugene Hitz. Gucci designers fora 
2008 menswear show cited him and Gogol as 
their inspiration; designer Liz McClean has called 
Racine her muse. And when Gogol did the 
metaphoric song "Start Wearing Purple’ fans 
literally did, “It's a way forthem to feel 

closer,” Racine says. “And | think that’s great.” 


THE MAGPIE 


Heloise Williams, 34 


rm: New York, New York 


Hangs with; Debbie Harry, 

designer Rachel Comey 

inspired by: Drag queens, David Bowie 
Must-haves: Japanese socks, sequins 


The vocalist for trashy New York disco-punks 
Heloise & the Savoir Faire grew up in Minneapolis 
dressing like other schoolgirls—until she 

got to school and changed in the bathroom into 
funky outfits that freaked out her teachers. 

Now, her troupe of musicians and bawdy dancers 
blows through Bollywood-themed looks or 
Marcel Marceau-inspired getups that would 
frazzle even the nuttiest drama professor. 
Williams honed her taste as avintage buyer for 
New York clothier Passement Ltd. and worked 
with designer Rachel Comey on runway shows. 
But her ultimate compliment came from Debbie 
Harry, who became so enraptured with the group 
that she sang on its newrecord, Trash, Rats and 
Microphones, “| threw up and wet my pants 
when! met her,” Williams says. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY ANDY FRIEDMAN 


TIGL 


ttook-u ; 


Mousse Way 


Sold only in professional salons. 


TIGL 


Lisa Van Allen and her fiancé, Yul Brown, were driving 
away from a Fogo de Chao in Atlanta when the hip-hop 
station on their car radio broke for a news bulletin. « “Take 
your R. Kelly CDs out’ the DJ crowed. “He has been found not guilty.” « Brown pulled his BMW into the 
emergency lane. Damn. aGiey had only taken a few hours to let him go on all 14 counts of child 
pornography. Van Allen had flown up to Chicago, four months pregnant, and told her truth about 
R: Kelly: how he'd seduced her when she was just 17, how he'd forced her to participateina 
threesome with the girl who appeared on the sex tape, how he'd taped that little orgy. And the jury 
hadn't believed aword. They'd believed Kelly's lawyers, who called Van Allen a streetwalker and 
uoted the Bible to compare her to Satan. « Van Allen didn’t want to see Kelly in prison. She wanted 
im to get help for his teenage-girl fixation. That's not something you can just turn off, she felt; it’s 
asexual preference. And beating this rap might convince him he was above the age-of-consentlaw. » Two 
thousand miles away, at a Whole Foods Market in Las Vegas, Stephanie “Sparkle” Edwards heard 
her cell phone chime. A text message: R. Kelly not guilty. Sparkle, who duetted with Kelly on the 1998 


FRAPHLED if THE CBURTROGM 


BY EDWARD McCLELLAND 
ILLUSTRATION BY NATE VAN DYKE 
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hit “Be Careful’ had testified out of remorse. That 
was her niece on the sex tape, she maintained. 
The niece she'd introduced to Kelly when the girl 
Was just 12. Sparkle had prayed that God would 
help her accept the verdict. But her worldly side 
wanted Kelly held accountable, and she felt 
defeated. Her last gig was aS a backup singer in 
Toni Braxton’s Las Vegas revue, which closed in 
April. Kelly was the Pied Piper of R&B, with33 million 
albums sold. How could her testimony compete 
with his money? Sparkle believed her niece's 
family had been accepting gifts from Kelly. The 
girl's father had been given a spot as Kelly’s guitarist. 


Van Allen and Sparkle were the ladies in red at R. Kelly's trial— 
an ex-lover and aone-time protégée whorolled over on their old 
friend. Kelly’s lawyers portrayed them as bitter, discarded 
women out to extort money from a superstar. They were the key 
witnesses in the month-long prosecution of Robert Kelly, a 
campaign that failed when ajury found him not guilty of pissing 
on the teenage girl he called his goddaughter, and making a 
videotape of the event. Now that it’s over, it’s worth asking the 
question: Did R. Kelly piss on justice? 


WHENR. KELLY WAS ARRESTED IN 20020n charges of child por- 
nography, back before the U.S. invaded Iraq, radio stations 
stopped playing his musicand preachers held CD-snapping ral- 
lies. By the time his trial started, six years later, the outrage had 
dwindled to a pair of Muslims standing in front of the Cook 
County Criminal Courts Building with a sign dishonoring Kelly 
as the World’s Greatest Pedophile. They were outnumbered— 
and outshouted—by young women there to squeal at Kells. 

Kelly's black Escalade glided to the curb. The girls surged. 

“We love you, Rob!” Jerhonda Johnson cried, earning a stiff- 
armed wave from Kelly. 

Johnson was 18—with the ID to prove it—and planned to 
spend the next few weeks at the courthouse, testing her personal 
system of justice: Ifhe’s hot, he must be innocent. 

“T’'ve seen that tape. That ain’t him on that tape. He wouldn’t 
do nothin like that,” Johnson said. 

“So what would you say if R. Kelly asked you out?” I inquired. 

“Yes! He ain’t even gotta finish the sentence.” 

“What ifhe wanted to tape you?” 

Johnson paused a beat. 

“Just don't let it go public.” 


THE BUILDING WHERE KELLY STOOD TRIAL is a Romanesque 
temple built in the 1920s, Chicago's original gangster era—it 
housed Al Capone before he went to Alcatraz. Cops and gang- 
bangers alike call it 26th and California, after the forlorn street 
corner it dominates. Kelly was 26th and Cal’s most famous visitor 
since John Wayne Gacy was sentenced to death there in 1980. In 
acknowledgement of Kelly's stardom, the handicap ramp was 
designated the R. Kelly entrance, so paparazzi wouldn’t knock 
over mopes climbing the stairs to plead on shoplifting. 

In acknowledgement of Kelly’s alleged home-taping hobby, 
Courtroom 500 had been outfitted with a big-screen TV worthy 
ofa sports bar. On Day 1, the prosecution planned the first legal 
showing of People’s Exhibit 1—the so-called R. Kelly Sex Tape. 

Assistant State’s Attorney Shauna Boliker set the scene. Bo- 
liker, a high-school homecoming queen who grew up to 
prosecute pervs and creeps, is known around the courthouse for 
her caffeinated sunniness. But her opening statement was a 
grim plea that strained her squeaky voice. 

“It is Reshona Landfair and Robert Kelly that you will see on 
this videotape,” she said, naming the alleged victim, who the 
prosecution believed was 13 or 14 in the tape. “You will see the 
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sex acts that he commanded Reshona Landfair to perform—vile 
and disturbing and disgusting acts. You will see that underage 
child performing acts that you have never seen before.” 

At 35, Sam Adam Jr. was the youngest member of Kelly’s 
four-man defense team, but he was sent out for the opening 
statement—perhaps because his multiracial background 
might appeal to a jury of eight whites and four blacks. Ro- 
tund and bombastic, Sam Jr. performed like a man who 
supplemented his legal studies by watching Al Pacino in ... 
And Justice for All. 

“Rrrrobert Kelly ... is not on that tape” Sam Jr. declaimed. He 
showed thejurya booking photo of Kelly’s lower back. To the left 
ofthespine wasa mole the sizeof acrushed fly. “There’s asection 
in this tape where the man stands up and his back is illumi- 
nated,” Sam Jr. said. “There is no mole! That means one thing: 
It is not Robert, or he’s some kind of magician” 

Deputies dimmed the lights and drew the blinds, as though 
Courtroom 500 was about to see something best hidden from 
other courtrooms. 

0:05—Scene: a wood-paneled basement with a hot tub. 

0:11—The manalleged to be R. Kelly (hereafter Alleged Kelly) 
hands stack of bills to female alleged to be a teenager (hereafter 
Alleged Teen Girl). She mouths “thank you,” further expresses 
gratitude with fellatio. 

4:11—Alleged Teen Girl stands on hot-tub cover, grinding hips 
to Backstreet Boys’ “Everybody (Backstreet’s Back)” “Dance 
faster, then, baby,’ Alleged Kelly moans. 

5:20—Camera zooms on Alleged Teen Girl’s crotch. She pees 
on floor until Alleged Kelly orders, “Stop it” 

7:00—Alleged Kelly walks into picture, drops orange warm- 
up pants. Alleged Teen Girl straddles him. 

11:33—Him: “Daddy fuck you?” Her: “Yes, Daddy.” 

20:52—Alleged Kelly urinates in Alleged Girl’s mouth. Not 
enjoying the taste, she purses lips and squinches nose. 

23:08—In gentlemanly gesture, Alleged Kelly wipes her 
breasts with a towel. 

24:44—The money shot. Alleged Kelly ejaculates on Alleged 
Girl’s chest. Wipes off chest. 

Imagine your minister preaching against child porn while a 
Traci Lords movie plays above the pulpit. That was the discom- 
fort level. A bald spectator clenched his arms, reddening to the 
crown. A young woman crossed her legs, watching with a hard 
look of disgust. Kelly looked bored. Ifyou believed the prosecu- 
tion, he'd seen this one before. 

During the lunch recess, Kelly walked out to the bathroom 
with his bodyguards. Girls in the hallway screeched and waved. 

“Ladies, into the elevator,’ a deputy ordered. 

Jerhonda Johnson left the courtroom shaking her head. 

“It ain't him on that tape,’ she said. 

Another girl stared daggers at Johnson's sPEcTaTor badge. 

“Ooh, I'll beat her up and take her pass,” she vowed. 


THE VIDEO WAS FOLLOWED BY DAN EVERETT, aretired Chicago 
police detective. Everett identified the girl as Reshona Landfair. 
When Boliker asked where he'd seen her before, the tongue-tied 
officer uttered a forbidden word: “investigation.” 

In 2000, police began looking into reports that Kelly was 
having sex with Landfair. (Landfair refused to cooperate, 
which is why Kelly was on trial for child pornography—for 
making the tape itself—and not statutory rape.) But that was 
inadmissible, since it had nothing to do with the tape. Judge 
Vincent Gaughan, a crusty Vietnam War hero who ran his 
courtroom like an infantry platoon, sent the jury away and 
chewed out the red-faced detective. 

“Ifyou say it again, I’ll declare a mistrial,” he warned. 

The jury never heard about the investigation. Nor did they 
hear about Kelly’s marriage to Aaliyah when she was 15, or the 
three underage girls who sued Kelly after alleged sexual 


AALIYAH: RON GALELLA LTD./WIREIMAGE. 


relationships, or Kelly's arrest on charges of possessing child 
pornography in Florida (the charges were eventually 
dropped). Their job was to answer one question: Were Robert 
and Reshona on that tape? 

The ugly word in the Chicago music world was that, yeah, 
Kells fooled with that girl, but he did it with her family’s knowl- 
edge. As one radio host put it, “They pimped her out.” The 
Illinois Department of Children and Family Services, the 
state’s child-welfare agency, investigated the allegations but 
ran into the same wall of silence as the police. 

One relative who did cooperate was Sparkle. And now she 
was here to air the family’s dirty laundry. Straight from Vegas, 
she diva’d it up for the witness stand: hair pulled taut, hoop 
earrings, spike heels, miniskirt and—in what may have been a 
first for 26th and California—her trademark Swarovski crys- 
tal, glittering below her left eye, like a tear. 

Itwasa family with big musical ambitions, she explained. Along 
with three cousins, Reshona was a member of 4: the Cause, which 
had a hit in Germany with a cover of “Stand by Me.’ Sparkle had 
sung backup on Aaliyah’s Age Ain't Nothing but a Number. In late 
1997, she was recording her debut album with Kelly. 

One evening, at the end ofa session, Sparkle asked Reshona’s 
parents, Greg and Valerie, to bring the girl down to the studio, 
“because I wanted him to hear her rap.” 

Kelly had written Sparkle’s signature song, “Be Careful.” Her 
debut on Kelly's label did well enough, but she wanted to work 
with Jimmy Jam and Terry Lewis. Kelly didn’t appreciate ri- 
vals. Sparkle put out one poorly 
received follow-up, on Motown, then 
disappeared from the industry. 

This turncoat required the spine- 
removal tactics of a veteran interro- 
gator. Edward Genson, Kelly's lead 
attorney, stood up. Genson began his 
career as a Clarence Darrow wan- 
nabe but found his calling when he 
helped Jimmy “the Bomber” Catuara, 
an Outfit racketeer, beat a federal 
fraud charge. That made him the 
Mob’s man at 26th and Cal. Recently, 
Genson defended press baron Con- 
rad Black, who is now doing time ina 
federal prison. He needed this win to 
justify his $700-an-hour fee. Since 
he suffers from dystonia, a neurologi- 
cal disorder, Genson navigates the 
courthouse on a motorized scooter. But he’s strong enough to 
limp to a lectern. It wins the jury's sympathy, he once said. 

Spreading out his papers like a conductor with his sheet 
music, Genson accused Sparkle of fabricating the tape with 
Kelly's ex-manager, Barry Hankerson, as ashakedown scheme. 
This was a variation on the Little Man defense, trotted out the 
day before: Sam Jr. had suggested that a special-effects wizard 
might have morphed Kelly's head into the tape, in the same 
fashion that Marlon Wayans'’s head was grafted onto a midget. 
He was nearly laughed onto California. 

“You have no idea if that tape was put together from tapes of 
old footage, tapes of other people, in order to make money off 
Robert, do you?” Genson asked. 

“Sir, that’s Robert and Reshona on that tape,’ Sparkle replied. 
“T know my family.” 

“You know and believe that your niece had Robert give her 
money to have sex?” Genson prodded. 

“Just like he made her do. She's a robot on this tape.” 

“You know that your niece is taking money for sex?” 

“Tknow who made the tape,’ Sparklesaid. “Robert made the tape.” 

“He passed her money—" 

“Like a prostitute!” Sparkle wailed. 


AFTER THE VERDICT, Sparkle told Blender that her family 
had covered up for Kelly to preserve its connection to a 
music-industry big shot. But they had more personal mo- 
tives, too. “They were humiliated,” she said. 

Greg Landfair’s career benefitted from his association 
with Kelly. Greg played guitar on four albums—R., 
TP-2.com, Chocolate Factory and TP.3 Reloaded—two of 
which came out after Kelly was charged with possession of 
child pornography. 

Sparkle believes “without a doubt” that the Landfairs re- 
ceived money from Kelly and says that Reshona, now 23, 
has become a “fixture” at Kelly’s suburban compound, a 
hip-hop Playboy mansion with a shark tank, game room, 


* August 31, 1994: ely 
marries 15-year-old Aaliyah: 
quickly annulled. 


1996; Marries Andrea Lee, a 
choreographer and dancer in his 
show. They have three children 


December 24, 1996: Sued by 
Tiffany Hawkins, who claims she 
was 15 when Kelly had sex with 

her, Settles fora rumored $250,000. 


Summer 1998: |(elly allegedly 
makes what will become the 
infamous sex tape, 


December 21, 2000: The Chicago 
Sun-Times reports that Kelly 
is involved with underage girls. 


January 2001; The video is 
anonymously sent to Sun-Times 
reporter jim DeRogatis. 


August 2001; Sued by Tracy 
Sampson, whoclaims she lost 
her virginity to Kelly at 17. 
Settled for an undisclosed sur. 


March 2002: Sootlee copies of the 
R. Kelly Sex Tape widely available, 


April 29, 2002: Sued by Patrice 
Jones, who met Kelly on her prom 
night, Settled out of court. 


June 5, 2002; |ndictedon 2) 
counts of child pornography, Posts 
bail with 750 hundred-dollar bills. 


* March 26, 2003: Dave Chappelle 
lampoons Kelly with “Pee on You" 
sketch. 


April 2005: \e\ly ampoans his 
courtroom odyssey with "Trapped 
in the Closet." 


theater, recording studio and 
an indoor pool. 

“T set up everything with my 
family, in hopes that R. Kelly 
would help us musically,’ Spar- 
kle said. 

Soon after meeting Kelly, Re- 
shona was hanging out at Trax 
studios, telling Sparkle that her 
mother had dropped her off or 
her father was playing guitar. 
When Kelly's entourage related 
concerns of an affair, Sparkle 
confronted Reshona’s mother. 

“T told my sister, “Look, Val, 
you've got to keep an eye on her, 
because there are rumors,” Spar- 
kle said. “She would say to me, 
‘He would never do anything like 
that. He's her godfather.” 

The tape divided a family that 
had once gathered for Sunday 
dinners. After Sparkle was shown 
a copy of the tape in 2001 by 
an associate of a Chicago per- 
sonal-injury lawyer, she tried 
to persuade her siblings to watch 
it as well. Only her brother 
Bennie—whoalso testified for the 
prosecution—agreed. Greg and 
Valerie refused. They no longer 
speak to Sparkle. Neither does 
Reshona. Sparkle last saw her 
niece two years ago, at the home 
of the girl’s grandparents. Re- 
shona looked away, put her head 
down and walked out the door. 


BEFORE HIS TRIAL, Kelly had 
always been able to buy his 
way out of teenage-sex law- 


suits, at up to $250,000 agirl, according to press reports. His 
weakness, and his willingness to settle, created an R. Kelly 
extortion industry. Lisa Van Allen, whatever the truth of her 
claim to sex with Kelly, was part of it. 

On the day Van Allen was scheduled to testify, spectators 
bickered over seats. They went home frustrated. Instead of sa- 
lacious tales from Kelly's seraglio, they heard ... a forensic 
video expert. Grant Fredericks identified 17 frames in which 
Kelly’s mole was visible. Kelly's lawyers looked like they'd been 
lined up against an adobe wall. “We thought we were getting 
the dessert, but we got the meat,” a reporter whispered. “This 
could be the day that convicts him.” 

By quarter to 7, the sex-chat crowd had gone home. Only 
Jerhonda Johnson and her Best Friend for the Trial, Keyonia 
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Jones, remained in the courtroom, slumped against each 
other for support. All they ever got from Kelly was asmile and 
acurt nod. Those were real fans. 

Lisa Van Allen finally appeared on a Monday morning, If Van 
Allen ever dreamed of stardom, she found it outside 26th and 
California. Dressed in a black baby-doll outfit stretched over her 
pregnant belly, she clutched the hand of Brown, who had to be 
six-foot-three, 265 pounds to contain all the roles he played for 
her: lover, bodyguard, business manager, fellow fashion victim. 
Brown wore a five-button iridescent sea-green suit that glowed 
red wherever the sunlight caught it. 

Van Allen wasn’t there to drop a dime on Kelly, she was there 
to drop $100,000—the amount, it came out after the trial, she 
claimed Kelly had paid her for a tape of their ménage A trois. 

Van Allen was a 17-year-old aspiring singer when she 
showed up at the bacchanal 1998 “Home Alone” video shoot 
in Atlanta. (You can see her hoisting a glass when Kelly 
shouts, “Drinks in the air!") The teenager caught Kelly's eye 
and was invited to his trailer. Their courtship was brief—“we 
talked a little while, then we had intercourse,” she testified — 
then the recently married Kelly invited her to Chicago to join 
his stable of mistresses. On the Get Up on a Room tour, Van 
Allen simulated sex with Kelly onstage. In the “I Wish” video, 
she braided Kelly's hair. 

Then he offered her a bigger role, in another video. One 
night, according to Van Allen, Kelly drove her from Trax, 
where she lived in a second-floor apartment, to his house on 
Chicago's North Side. The flat-roofed building had begun life 
as a church, but Kelly converted it to a pleasure palace, with 
a pool, a basketball court featuring a mural of Kelly going 
one-on-one with the Tasmanian Devil (a tribute to Space 
Jam, the launching pad for one of his biggest hits, “I Believe 
I Can Fly”)—and a wood-paneled hot-tub room. Waiting 
there, Van Allen testified, was an even younger girl. Kelly set 
up the video camera, and “we had sex ... Reshona Landfair, 
myself and Robert.” 

One of the last times Van Allen saw Kelly was in Atlanta, 
where she swiped a $20,000 Rolex from their hotel room. She 
took another souvenir from the relationship: a tape of their 
threesome, lifted from a duffel bag full of porn Kelly carried to 
the gym and the studio. 

Atthe defense table, Kelly listened with an angry look of betrayal. 

To prove Van Allen was gold-digging trash, Kelly’s team sent 
its meanest dog into the pit. Sam Adam Sr.—Sam Jr’s dad— 
grilled witnesses with a harsh bellow that could make a Psalm 
sound obscene. He was preceded into every room by a belly 
that had taken 72 years to grow. Sam Sr. liked to boast that “I 
dress like the jurors.” His favorite garment was a burgundy 
sport coat that looked like a wine stain with arms. For this en- 
counter, he wore a gray suit. 

Sam Sr. led Van Allen through a cross- 
examination that laid out her grifter 
credentials: In 2007, she claimed, Kelly of- 
fered herasix-figure sum forher threesome 
tape, which was in the possession of two 
Kansas City characters named Chuck and 
Keith. Keith flew it to Chicago, where Kel- 
ly’s business manager made the payoff. 

“Where is Keith?” Sam Sr. demanded. 
“How can | get ahold of him?” 

Van Allen recited his phonenumber. That 
night, every reporter called it. And thus 
began another episode of Let's Rip OffRob. 


CHUCK AND KEITH ARE Charles Free- 
man and Keith Murrell. Freeman was a 
former Kelly associate who had sued 
him after he alleges he received less 
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THE VICTIM 
WOULDN'T TESTIFY, 
SO KELLY 
WAS ON TRIAL FOR 
CHILD PORNO- 


than half of the $140,000 he was promised for recovering the 
sex tape that provoked this trial. Kelly settled the suit. Mur- 
rel] was a member of Talent, an R&B act that was signed to 
Kelly's Rockland Records, and sang backup for 2Pac. The duo 
promised a press conference in Chicago—but gave a different 
location to every reporter. Chuck told the Tribune to meet 
him in Joliet, about 50 miles from the Loop. He told MTV 
News and Blender to meet him at the Rock ‘n’ Roll McDon- 
ald’s—one of Kelly’s favorite spots. That’s where, in 1998, he 
met 16-year-old Patrice Jones, after her high-school prom. A 
few years later, they settled out of court after he allegedly got 
her pregnant, 

On the restaurant's second floor, I spotted a man in a red 
Kansas City Royals cap. 

“Are you Chuck?” I asked. 

He stood up. He was wearing a kung fu dragon sweatshirt 
and a chest full of stainless-steel bling. 

“He'll be here ina minute.” 

“OK, I was told to meet Chuck here.” 

“Tm Chuck,” Chuck admitted. “You're not a cop, are you?” 

“No, I'm from Blender.” I showed him my press card. 

“Kelly's people are watching us here,” Chuck said, “We better 
do this at the Hard Rock Cafe. It’s right across the street. Meet 
me there in five minutes.” 

I waited, then followed, along with the MTV reporter. 

“This place isn't safe,” Chuck said. “I'm going to get into acab. 
You guys get into a cab and follow me” 

The MTV reporter was frustrated. With Chuck’s consent, 
she'd already ordered a TV crew, It was waiting in a van across 
the street. We offered to do the interview on a remote Chicago 
beach, far from Kelly’s spies. 

“I'm getting a cab,” Chuck said. “Call me in five minutes.” 

Five minutes later, we called Chuck. There was no answer. 

“We were totally used,” I told the MTV reporter, as we waited 
in the McDonald's parking lot. “Those guys are trying to get 
more money out of R. Kelly. They wanted him to think they'd 
talk to the press, and they wanted him to know they had our at- 
tention. That's why Chuck told you to bring the van. They got 
what they wanted. We're never going to hear from them again.” 

And I didn’t—until a month later, after Kelly was found not 
guilty. Chuck called me at 2 a.m. to report that he was suing his 
old boss again. Chuck alleges that Kelly had hired him to track 
down more sex tapes and that he promised to pay up after the 
trial and was welshing on the deal. 

In recently unsealed court documents, Van Allen told a 
more detailed version of the sale of the threesome tape. She 
claimed that she and Murrell received 100 grand each, She 
also says that on their first trip to Chicago, they only received 
$20,000, because Keith flunked a lie-detector test. Appar- 
ently, he had made a copy. They'd get the rest of the money 
when that was turned over. But Derrel 
McDavid, Kelly’s business manager, 
only gave her 50 grand. 

“If you want the other $30,000,” he 
said, “you'll have to fly back to Chicago.” 

In the documents, Van Allen says she 
met McDavid at a law office, where he 
said he should have “murked” her. Taking 
that as a death threat, she broke into 
tears. Finally, McDavid told Van Allen 
she could have the rest of her money if she 
denied having sex with Reshona Land- 
fair. Van Allen swore out a statement. 

McDavid is rumored to be under inves- 
tigation for buying and concealing 
evidence that could have been used against 
Kelly. During the trial, he was a fixture in 
the courtroom. At the time, no one could 
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figure out what he did. Asked his function, 
McDavid said, “I don’t exist, adding, “Pros- 
ecutors don’t wear suits this nice.” 

He also had this to say about Lisa Van 
Allen: “Van Allen is an admitted thief 
and liar who wouldn’t know the truth if 
she tripped over it.” 

Van Allen’s testimony was less interest- 
ing for its prurience (although that was 
pretty interesting) than for its insight 
into the hollowness of Kelly's personal 
life. Kelly doesn’t seem to form friend- 
ships as much as engage in transactions. 
The witness list was a small group of the 
people he’s burned through. Kelly ex- 
ploited them, and they exploited him 
right back. When they realized he wasn't going to repay them 
with fame, or love, they demanded money. The defense pews 
were filled with bodyguards and record execs, but no friends or 
family. Certainly not his wife, Andrea, who's divorcing him. 
Kelly's collaborators include Snoop Dogg and Ludacris, but 
the only entertainer who showed was Eric Lane—Twan, the 
ex-con from “Trapped in the Closet.” 


FOURTEEN WITNESSES IDENTIFIED R. Kelly and Reshona 
Landfair on the sex tape. Simha “Punky” Jamison, Landfair’s 
longtime friend, testified that she and Reshona visited Kelly 
“dozens of times” at his gym, his studio and his house. Lindsey 
Perryman, Kelly's former personal assistant, told of Landfair 
showing up at Kelly's house with an overnight bag. 

By way of rebuttal, the defense summoned three of Landfair's 
relatives. They all told the same story: Robert and Reshona 
aren't on the tape. They stuck to it even when Boliker asked 
them to compare a photo of Landfair ina 4the Cause video with 
a photo of the sex-tape girl. The portraits looked identical: 
turned-up nose, chubby cheeks and chin, hair cut over the ears. 

“I don’t [recognize her],” said Leroy Edwards Jr., Landfair’s 
uncle and 4. the Cause’s manager. “They're not the same.” 


SAM ADAM JR. WAS SENT OUT to deliver Kelly's closing argu- 
ment, too. Unlike the gilded Genson, Sam Jr. keeps it real on 
the South Side, working out of a basement, with a mailbox 
missing the letter M. The final week of the trial, Sam Jr. was in 
an ebullient mood. Kelly often passed through the press row 
on his way to the defense table. A TV reporter was intrigued by 
the scent of his cologne. So she asked Sam Jr. for the brand. 

“Urine!” he said, then walked off, cackling. 

On closing day, Sam Jr. brought his wife to court. 

“We're making a tape,” he joked, as he introduced her around. 
“But she's legal!” 

Sam Jrs closing argument was like a brilliant-actor’s 
autobiographical one-man show: It was histrionic, it was enter- 
taining, and it took creative liberties with the story. He bellowed, 
he whispered, he quoted the Bible like a preacher and waved the 
flag like the grand marshal of a Fourth of July parade. 

Sam Jr. insisted that Lindsey Perryman never saw Van Allen on 
tour—but didn’t mention that they accompanied the singer on 
different tours. He misused a Bible verse about temptations— 
“Satan will come disguised as an angel of light’—to compare Van 
Allen to the devil. He insisted that Landfair couldn’t be on the 
tape, because any normal 13-year-old would have bragged to her 
friends about screwing a 31-year-old Grammy winner. And her 
relatives would have broken Kelly’s legs. (The singer, it should be 
noted, lives in a gated compound, with bodyguards.) Kelly nod- 
ded approvingly throughout the speech. 

But Sam Jr. didn’t need the facts. He had the trial’s most im- 
portant piece of information—or missing information: Reshona 
Landfair had never appeared in court to affirm or recant her six- 


7? BLENDER.COM SEPTEMBER 2008 


KELLY DOESN'T 
SEEM TO 
FORM FRIENDSHIPS 
AS MUCHAS 
ENGAGE IN 
TRANSACTIONS. 


year-old grand-jury testimony, when 
she'd sworn she wasn't on the tape. 

“What evidence do you have that it 
isn’t her?” Sam Jr. asked the jury. “You 
have Reshona Landfair. She was placed 
under oath at the age of 15 or 16, she saw 
that tape and said, ‘It’s not me.” 


Witness 
Van Allen and 
fiancé Brown. 


ON THE DAY THE VERDICT CAME IN, Kelly 
added an accessory to his tailored suit: a 
Carolina-blue handkerchief, billowing 
from the breast pocket like a flag mark- 
ing his heart. 

The jury bell rang at half-past one. 
Kelly held hands with his lawyers, 
forming an expensively dressed prayer 
chain. At every “not guilty,” he whispered, “Thank you, Jesus.” 
By the time he stood up to hug Genson, the damp handker- 
chief was limp in his fingers, 

There was a triumphant walk down the R. Kelly ramp. Kelly 
patted his heart, while a hundred fans cheered and strutted. 
Women wagged their index fingers, declaring victory for Kelly 
and scolding his haters. His SUV had to weave around a woman 
who'd covered the trial for a German hip-hop Web site and was 
unburdening herself of objectivity by leaping in the air and 
flinging open her jacket to reveal ... an R. Kelly T-shirt! 

Jerhondaand Keyonia met Kelly at his bus—Keyonia brought 
her 2-year-old son, Robert. Finally, they got a hug. 

“R. Kelly got his name back, and Reshona never had to lose 
hers,” Sam Adam Jr. said at a post-trial press conference. 

Genson’s defeated counterpart, Shauna Boliker, said that “if 
we do anything with this prosecution, we show the world how 
difficult [child pornography] is to prosecute. It takes the soul of 
a victim, the heart ofa victim, and they often don’t want to par- 
ticipate, because of the humiliation.” 

Sam Adam Jr. made his bones at the trial: The torch was 
passed to a new generation of lawyers who'll get the phone call 
when a rich guy is caught with his pants down. But his closing 
argument hadn't won the day. It hadn't even been necessary. 
The defense hadn't been necessary—which may be why its case 
lasted only two days, as opposed to the prosecution's seven. 
R. Kelly's freedom was guaranteed before the trial ever started, 
because Landfair wouldn't testify, 

“Initially, I voted guilty because I thought it was R. Kelly on 
the tape,” juror Bruce Hutcherson said afterward. “I still think 
that. What held me back was Reshona. It wasn't 100 percent 
the way her childhood friends identified her. That played heay- 
ily on my thoughts.” 

Another juror, who asked not to be named, said “the absence 
of Reshona and her family was a major lack of evidence.” 


FIVE DAYS AFTER THE TRIAL ENDED, most of its players reas- 
sembled at a Chicago tavern for a wrap party thrown by Terry 
Sullivan, a former prosecutor who'd served as the judge's media 
liaison, Gaughan wasin the center of the room, ina wide-lapel 
suit with an American Legion pin. The judge cracked jokes 
with a reporter he'd kicked out of his courtroom and hammed 
for a buddy shot with an NPR correspondent, who posted the 
photo on her Facebook page. Sam Adam Jr. made his way to 
the bar for a free drink. Boliker chatted with journalists, most 
of whom had predicted Kelly would go down. Everyone seemed 
relieved that the trial was finally over, after six years. 

Missing, of course, was the man who'd brought all these 
people together. R. Kelly had thrown his own after party, at 
Grand Lux Cafe on Michigan Avenue. (MTV's Sway was there. 
He posed for a be-strong handshake photo with Kelly and ran 
it on the music channel’s Web site.) These days, he’s trying to 
stay away from lawyers. @ 
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their songs in B flat. 


Band of Brothers 


DISNEY'S FEATHERWEIGHT ROCK GODS CRANK IT UP—RESPECTFULLY 


JONAS BROTHERS ALITTLE SIT LONGER www ®& HOLLYWOOD 


ONCE UPON Atime, in a far-off kingdom 
called Wyckoff, New Jersey, there 
lived a band of three young broth- 
ers—squeaky-clean moppets who loved girls, 
God and rocking the heck out, not necessar- 


ily in that order. They performed as part of 


an antidrug school tour and opened for the 
Cheetah Girls. Life was good. Then one day 
Disney came calling, plucking the brothers 
from obscurity and turning them into a 
tight-suited, squeal-inducing adolescent 
phenomenon. Hear the cry go up through- 
out the land: Fonasjonasjonasjonasjonas! 


Incase you haven't encountered ajunior-high 
studentin the past 18 months, the Jonas Brothers 
are basically like the Beatles, only more talented 
and sooo much cuter. An opening slot on last 
year’s Hannah Montana tourlaunched them into 
the tween-pop stratosphere. Now, with the full 
weight of the Mouse marshaled behind them, the 
cross-branding has reached saturation levels: 
There’s a behind-the-scenes reality show, amade- 
for-TV movie (Camp Rock—think High School 
Musical withs'mores) and nonstop radio airplay, 
not to mention a3-D concert flick scheduled for 
2009 and ¥.0.N.A.S., a prime-time series on “- 


Why settle for 

one great hook in 
a song when you can 
have 20? The mash-up 
whiz returns, with 
several dozen of his 
favorite hits. 


kek 


Before Bono and 

Co. were rock 
messiahs, they were 
four mulleted Irish kids 
with big dreams and 
bigger riffs. Revisit the 
early days, remastered. 


The Beach Boys 
genius continues 
his comeback with 
an overstuffed concept 
album. Surf's ... down. 


28] 


SEPTEMBER 2008 BLENDER.COM 75 


THE GU 


NEW 


the Disney Channel. Zac Efron 
must be so pissed. 

So just who are these few, 
these happy few, these Jonas 
brothers? Nick, 15, is the 
prodigy; slender and baby- 
faced, with a mop of chestnut 
curls, he writes most of the 
songs and sings most of the 
choruses, where his nasal, 
post-pubescent keen has max- 
imum sing-along impact. Joe, 
19, is the handsomest Jonas; 
his duties include singing and 
having great hair. And 20- 
year-old guitar player Kevin, 
the Cooper Manning of the 
family, seems happy just to be included. 
(There’s one more brother, 7-year-old 
Frankie, whom fans call Bonus Jonas. 
Look for his debut cirea 2015.) 

Like all teen stars, the brothers’ burden 
—the Jonas onus—is having to appeal to 
12-year-olds while not alienating the moms 
who drive them to shows. The JoBros— 
who were first groomed by thesame record 
executive who discovered Hanson—play 
their own instruments (though notas well 
as their backing band plays theirs) and 
write their ownsongs, forwhich they surely 
deserve credit from people concerned with 
such things. They love the Beatles and Elvis 
Costello, and their zippy pop rock succeeds 
on good cheer and a vaguely punkish élan. 
Think My Chemical Romance with fewer 
issues, or a slightly girlier Avril Lavigne. 
First single “Burnin’ Up” is a Maroon 5- 
worthy pool-party jam, and “Lovebug” 
boasts a delightful little melody and the 
rawkinest guitar solo Radio Disney has 
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Tales From 
the Studio 


Brothers from the same 
mother, Joe, Kevin and Nick discuss 
the making of A Little Bit Longer 


heard. Ever since the reign of Britney and 
Backstreet, the best tween-pop has taken 
its cues from hip-hop and R&B. The JBs, 
though, are reintroducing recess to rock. 
The Jonases started asa Christian band 
(their dad/comanager is a former minis- 
ter), and they carefully embody religious 
values without explicitly flaunting them, In 
their songs about girls—and they're all 
about girls—the Jonases prize honesty, 
commitment and fidelity, They venerate 
family (JoBros before hos!) and don't toler- 
ate manipulation. On rare occasions when 
they screw up (e.g., “Sorry”), they're totally 
contrite. “A Little Bit Longer,’ a plaintive 
ballad guaranteed to reduce their audi- 
ences to human mascara puddles, is nomi- 
nally about Nick's battle with diabetes, but 
works just as well as a breakup song. Low 
blood sugar never sounded so poignant. 
Becoming a teenager is confusing and 
scary. The Jonases offer a friendly road 
map. Much has been made of their “purity 
rings,’ symbolizing pledge to stay celibate 
until marriage; forsome fans, it’s a promise 
assimultaneously enticing and frustrating 
as a box of cookies on a high shelf. For all 
the hormone floods they trigger, when it 
comes to sex (or, in this case, holding hands 
at the movies), the JBs are never the 
aggressors. For young girls learning to 
navigate their own sexuality, there’s some- 
thing comforting about a group so non- 
threatening and square. Yes, the Jonases 
are squishy, vanilla.and too sweet, Butso is 
an ice-cream cone. And ice-cream cones 
are freakin’ delicious. Especially when they 
come witha cherry on top. 
OQOWNLOAD “Lovebug,” Pushin’ Me Away, 
“A Little Bit Longer" 


Where did the magic happen? 

Niok: We did a lot of the work on a studio bus while 
we were touring with Miley Cyrus. 

Kevin: And we completed the record at Studio 
Wishbone in L.A. 

The money spent recording this album could buy... 
Kevin An Audi R8, 

Nick: A chef would be nice, so| can make sure 

my blood sugar’s in check. 

Joe: About a 35,000-foot yacht. It's hard to tell 
exactly how big, because we don't have a measuring 
tape that long, 

Studio demands include? 

Kevin: A bag of mixed Hershey chocolates, The 
Krackles are always gone first. 

Most frequently ordered takeout dish? 

Mavin: Barbecue-chicken pizza from arestaurantin L.A. 
called Eclectic, You can hear someone yelling, 
"eclectic!" during the talking part of "Lovebug," because 
the order had just arrived. 

Album you unabashedly ripped off? 

Kevin: There's a song by the Rascals called "Good 
Lovin’ We didn’t rip it off, but our song "BB Good" is 
inspired by that. 

The haters will say? 

Keyln: “You guys have turned me on now. Thisis 
awesome!” 

Why should someone buy the record? 

Joe: We understand people do download stuff 
iNegally sometimes, 

Keviny But that's illegal! 

ge JON COPLON 


We have good news 
and bad news. 


THE BASEBALL PROJECT 
VOLUME ONE; FROZEN ROPES 
AND DYING QUAILS 
kek 
YEP ROC 
Music all-stars praise baseball 
heroes and zeros—with, thank 
God, no songs about the Cubs 
> Despite its popularity with 
boozy rock & rollers, baseball 
has never inspired many good 
songs—Bob Dylan's “Catfish,” 
‘90s indie rocker Barbara 
Manning's “Dock Ellis” and that's 
about it. The Baseball Project 
sets out to change that, with 
R.E.M. guitarist Peter Buck 
joining old pals like Dream Syndi- 
cate singer Steve Wynn and Scott 
McCaughey of the Young Fresh 
Fellows for a tribute to the 
national pastime. The songs are 
laid-back bleacher-bum material, 
rhyming "Minnie Minoso" with 
“Yo La Tengo” as proof they know 
their stuff. Sometimes they're 
tossing salad, with predictably 
sappy songs about sainted all- 
stars Willie Mays and Jackie 
Robinson, yet they're funny 
throwing chin music at cult 
figures Fernando Valenzuela and 
Harvey Haddix. The sing-along 
“Ted Fucking Williams” sounds 
like it came aftera few too many 
Harvey Wallbangers. The MVP is 
"The Yankee Flipper an ode to 
‘90s power pitcher Jack 
McDowell, still the only Cy Young 
Award winner to 1) give the finger 
to the fans at Yankee Stadium 
and 2) get involved ina New 
Orleans bar brawl with his 
drinking buddy Eddie Vedder. 
ROB SHEFFIELD 
OOWNLOAD “Ted Fucking Williams 
‘The Yankee Flipper" 


BRAZILIAN GIRLS 
NEW YORK CITY 
wks 
VERVE FORECAST 
See the world, make out 
in DJ booths—all for the low, 
low price of aCD! 
> Five-dollar gas got you down? 
On their third album, these 
New York genre jumpers offer the 
housebound a global tour, jetting 
from Toronto to St, Petersburg to 
Dakar to ask, “Doyou like my 
accent?" Like the previous 
Brazilian Girls records, New York 
City is a lounge-y pileup of bossa 
rhythms and Old World romantic 
ache, girded by slithery push- 
button funk throb—at once 
refined and happily trashy. Here, 
chesty multilingual Italian singer 
Sabina Sciubba gets sultry overa 
futurist Latin hustle; there, she 
makes like a Weimar chanteuse 
shaking the raftersin a Berlin 
beer hall. But while the explicit 
goal is the pursuit of “fun! fun! 
fun!" with strange boys in exotic 
lands, a glowering electronic haze 
andacreepingsenseoftorpid + 


READ THOUSANDS OF REVIEWS 
ANDO MORE AT BLENDER.COM. 


JONAS BROTHERS: TURE LILLEGRAVEN/CORBIS OUTLINE, 


Performance handling 
24 sizes from 14° to 17° 
— : H Speed Rated 


Ultra-high performance 
handling 

38 sizes from 15° to 20° 
W, V & H Speed Rated 


e Ultra-high performance handling 
© 8 sizes from 15° to 17° 
 V Speed Rated 


thepuxianzZane,cam . 1,666.ga,fuzian 


HE GUIDE 
Nalastal 


NEW RELEASES 


aloneness subtly subvert the Let’s 
Go élan. It’s as though the next 
gate change might be our last. 

JON DOLAN 

DOWNLOAD "Good 


GLEN CAMPBELL 
MEET GLEN CAMPBELL 
kk 
CAPITOL 
Before his 2003 DUI arrest, he 
toured as a Beach Boy, recorded 
with Sinatra, hosted a TV series 
and released 70 albums 
> The latest entry in the prolifer- 
ating Wise Old Geezers Looking 
Back genre attempts to place Glen 
Campbell in the pan- 
theon beside Johnny 
Cash asa Southern 
crossover legend 
whose imprint on 
any song lendsit 
extra depth. He turns 
familiar, midtempo 
modern material by 
Green Day, Foo 
Fighters, U2 and 
Tom Petty & the 
Heartbreakers into country-pop 
road anthems inthe blue-skies and 
open-highways mode of his’60s 
and’7Os hits “Wichita Lineman" 
and “Rhinestone Cowboy.” No 
matter how many bad roads the 
famously rowdy singer, now 72, has 
traveled, he still projects an inde- 
fatigable optimism and vitality. 
Julian Raymond's production 
gives the good-timey guitar-and- 
banjo sound (with added strings) a 
sharp kickin the butt. When Camp- 
bell sings the Green Day lyric “It's 
something unpredictable, but in 
the end it's right/I| hope you had 
the time of your life,” he’s address- 
ing vigorous grandpas everywhere. 
STEPHEN HOLDEN 
DOWNLOAD “Walls 


THE DANDY WARHOLS 

EARTH TO THE DANDY WARHOLS 

kk 

BEAT THE WORLD 

Portland rockers spurn the 

catchy music they were born for 

> The Dandy Warhols are no 
good at what they love and 

great at what they hate. Singer 

Courtney Taylor-Taylor is the kind 
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of smirking chameleon pop fans 
adore, and with production boost 
from Nick Rhodes of Duran 
Duran, the Dandies made a streak 
of biting, well-grooved rock 
songs about dead friendships, 
veganism, haircuts, drugs and 
other subjects essential to youth 
culture—the music sounded 
fantastic on Veronica Mars, The O.C., 
Buffy, Six Feet Under and any 
other show or film that wanted to 
draft behind the band’s louche 
attitude. They were en route toa 
snazzy greatest-hits compila- 
tion, but now they prefer to 
sound stoned and scattered. 
Their sixth album is 
shambling and 
empty, spiked 
infrequently witha 
good bassline or an 
almost-good 
chorus, and even 
the jokes founder 
on the band’s 
contempt. 
Sneering out 

disco clichés on 
“Welcome to the Third World,” 
Taylor isn’t delighted to be in 
disguise, but disgusted by his 
source material—it’s sour parody 
instead of joyful dilettantism. And 
unrequited love is always sad. 
THEON WEBER 
DOWNLOAD “Miss 
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INARA GEORGE WITH VAN 

DYKE PARKS 

AN INVITATION 

kek 

EVERLOVING 

L.A. pop sapling hooks up with 

L.A. pop grizzly bear for a set of 

lush crush jams 

> Inara George rarely 
mentions the word love— 

she's so steeped in it and 

confused by it that she barely 

seems to know whatitis. In 

“Right as Wrong,” she’s beset by 

strange, unconnected impulses: 

“Want to be still, modify my 

will/Want to be a kite and fly 

above your house.” And in 

“Accidental,” she finds herself 

in critical situations saying the 

wrong things. “When you speak 

to me, | speak too pleasantly,” + 


Inara George, excitedjabout her 
: tawi ye. 


Bangers ’n’ Mash 


PITTSBURGH DJ OFTEN PERFORMS 
HALF-NAKED-—AND INSPIRES 
CROWDS TO STRIP TOO BY JOSH EELLS 


Girl Talk: “My neck is cold... but 
my forehead is so sweaty!” 


GIRL TALK FEEQ THE ANIMALS ‘www ILLEGAL ART 


THREE MINUTES INTO Girl Talk's latest mash-up bonanza, 
Lil Wayne is rapping a verse from “Stuntin' Like My Daddy, 
a duet with his pal and mentor Baby, when Sinéad 
O'Connor glides in with the chorus to “Nothing Compares 
2 U." one of the most heartbreakingly gorgeous Love 
songs ever orded, The result is sublime—and ambiqu 
ous, |s it a fan’s tribute to his favorite MC? A sly in-joke 
about the Lil Wayne/Birdman gay rumors? A wedding 
song for club kids? All of the above? And, hey—when did 
Avril Lavigne get here? 

Girl Talk, a.k.a, Gregg Gillis, is a master of sonic brain 
melts. Most mash-up DJs combine two songs, maybe 
three. Gillis, armed with an omnivore’s knowledge of f 
music and the fair-use doctrine of U.S, copyright law, 
makes head-spinning collages that sew 10, 15, sometimes 
20 songs into a single track, all threaded together seam- 
lessly, Like hi 306 br 


p 


akthrough, Night Ripper, his fourth 
d for free over the Internet just eight days 


album—releasec 
after he finis it—relies on a Satisfying trick: combining 
hip-hop, indie and classic-rock samples into rousing jams 
Sometimes the recontextualizations are irreverent (Temple 
t-bashing “Hunger Strike” coupled with 
about champagne and diamonds); some 
htening (the twinned longings of Cheap 
Trick's "| Want You to Want Me” and Spank Rock's “Put That 
Pussy on Me"—which, it turns out, are basically the same 


sentiment); anc metimes they're just plain aw 
(the Jackson 5's “Dancing Machine 


fever Gonna Give You Up"? Where else 


ome 


er Rick As 


can you he 


King of Pop get Rickrolled?) 
A DJ is only as good as his taste, and Girl Talk’s is immac 
ulate. A laptop populist with more inspired pairings than a 


sommieltier, he detiahts 
from any era or genre. (Last year 


n plucking great hooks and b 


logger admitted | 


“toved" Night Ripper, even though “I hated about 50 percent 


of the songs by themselves.") And when Girl Talk's leapfrog- 


ver 


Radiohead's “Paranoid Android: y¥—he's smart enough to 


onds. Sometimes this 


let it play out for more than a few 


wizard is best when he takes a minute to breathe 
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Oberstimulated 


PROLIFIC ROCKER NEEDS A SECOND BAND TO 
HANDLE HIS OUTPUT BY ROBERT CHRISTGAU 


Bbersfi Sosensitive, he’s 
allergic toffowered wallpaper. 


CONOR OBERST CONOROBERST wiewee® MERGE 


LIKE NO ONE else this decade, Conor Oberst commands a 
musically enhanced Version of the gift of gab, in which an 
overlay of melody helps the balderdash go down. A little 
more than a year after Cassadaga, released under the 
long-standing group name Bright Eyes, Oberst keeps the 
blarney flowing on his first solo album since he broke out 
of Nebraska circa 2002. These 12 songs are romantic, 
poetic, excessive, tragic and wet. Slightly less forceful 
than on Cassadaga, Oberst quavers noticeably as he sings 
about love, death, the road and front-page news that can 
take your day away, But he makes himself felt. 

Like most artists with the gift of gab, Oberst doesn't 
think consistency is a big deal. Themes and events shift 
in and out of focus, and songs hit from different angles 
when they hit at all, which most do. You have ta wonder if 
“NYC—Gone, Gone” comes ninth because Oberst knew 
its reel-like multiple climaxes started feeling forced after 
a while. But most of his refrains are knockouts. Inthe 
lost-love “Moab,” “There's nothing that the road cannot 
heal” could almost be the truth, Permuted 18 times, the 
title of “| Don't Want to Die (in the Hospital)" becomes 
indelible, cementing the universal relevance of what may 
be Oberst's greatest song 

As usual, love songs of varying specificity predomi- 
nate—most of them lost-love songs, In “Sausalito.” 
Oberst hopes to “remain between her legs/Sheltered 
from all my fears.’ Soon enough, however, he has high: 
tailed it on an album that sets down In New York, 
California, Utah, Mexico City, Cape Canaveral and points 
unnamed. Fortunately, Oberst always projects a spiritual 
generosity unknown to most footloose troubadours who 
can't commit, He's neither macho braggart nor whiny 
wimp. That's reason to hope the backup he deploys with 
considerable intelligence but no surprises proves a one- 
off. Bright Eyes changes so much it's more a conceptual 
conceit than a working band. But the way that conceit 
combines commitment and variety provides another level 
of enhancement. And Oberst's gab deserves it 
DOWNLOAD ©) Don) Want to Nie [in the Hospital)” "Sausalito 
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she bemoans. But love in its 
many forms—splendiferous, 
unrequited, torturous—informs 
every measure of George's 
second solo album, a breather 
from her electronica-bossa 
nova duo the Bird and the Bee. 
Recorded with string guru Van 
Dyke Parks—who's officially 
made the transition from Beach 
Boys-era oldster to chamber- 
pop hipster, thanks to efforts 
with Joanna Newsom and Rufus 
Wainwright—this outing 
features just George with an 
orchestra arranged in artful, 
witty ways. Sometimes the 
sumptuousness feels a little 
excessive, like an ice-cream 
headache. But most of these 
love songs are uncommon, 
illuminating and elevating, just 
like the real thing atits best. 
KAREN SCHOEMER 

DOWNLOAD “Rough Design,” “Ouet,’ 
"Right as Wrong” 


GOLDEN ANIMALS 
FREE YOUR MIND AND WIN 
A PONY 
kkk 
HAPPY PARTS 
California desert couple wears 
serapes, plays music, probably 
doesn't bathe often 
> There are two of these 
Animals—poetic hippie stud 
Tommy Eisner plays guitar and 
sings the deep, moody vocals, 
while his Swedish 
bride Linda 
Beecroft drums 
and handles the 
creeped-out 
soprano parts. 
Together, they'rea 
marriage made in 
psychedelic 
desert-blues 
heaven, a couple 
who drove their 
beat-up van from 
Brooklyn to the sun-caked 
wastelands of California. Their 
songs are stripped-down guitar 
rambles, the sort of music that 
evokes tantric sex amid the 
yucca trees. They do the gospel 
standard “Turn You Round 
(Don't Let Nobody)" and also 


RADIOHEAD 
IN RAINBOWS 
Ago 


“There's so much 
feeling behind 
the songs. And it's 
great how all of 
their styles seem 
to come together 
on this CD.” 
-Amanda Seyfried 


chase mellow strains of garage 
rock (“Try on Me") and blues (“I 
Want You to Come”). Although 
their guitar-drums set-up is 
reminiscent of the White 
Stripes, the Animals are more 
interested in the wake-and-bake 
vibe of haggard hippie bands 
like Love and the Jefferson 
Airplane—when they rock out in 
the faux-blues readymade “The 
Steady Roller,” you can almost 
inhale the pungent aroma of 
their pirate shirts. 
ROB SHEFFIELD 
DOWNLOAD “Try on Me,” 

The Steady Roller’ 


TERRENCE HOWARD 
SHINE THROUGH IT 
kkk 
COLUMBIA 
Star of Hustle & Flow and Crash 
shows Jared Leto and Scarlett 
Johansson how it’s done 
> Strange but true: Actor 
Terrence Howard hasa 
genuine singing voice, mixing 
John Legend's graininess witha 
Cat Stevens quaver. And he 
didn’t make the album anyone 
would expect. Shine Through It 
is neither a hip-hop follow-up to 
the Oscar-winning Hustle & Flow 
track “It's Hard Out Here fora 
Pimp” nor some R&B-formula 
exercise with last month's top 
five producers and songwriters. 
It's much more idiosyncratic, 
filled with songs 
that Howard—who 
also plays guitar— 
wrote, arranged 
and coproduced. 
The music harks 
back to orchestral 
"60s pop, 
complete with 
choruses cooing la 
la la. In wildly 
uneven songs, 
Howard remi- 
nisces about puppy love and 
offers gushy advice; better, 
he plunges into adult lovers’ 
quarrels and reflections on 
success. Often goofy but 
occasionally telling, it's a 
heartfelt album that 
sounds unlike anything else 
released this year. 
JON PARELES 
DOWNLOAD “No. 1 Fan,” “Plenty 


LYKKE LI 
YOUTH NOVELS 
kkk 
tL 
Gorgeous, inventive pop from 
the land of sleek furniture, 
massages and station wagons 
For the record, her name is 
pronounced luke-a lee. And 
you might want to learn it, 
because hipsters will be 
shouting it for months. Like 
Robyn and Annie, her fellow 
sugary Swedish dancehall 
charmers, Li's appeal is a mix 
of foreign-exchange-student 
innocence—bright doe eyes and 
a breathy childlike delivery full 
of flattened Scandinavian 
vowels—and unassuming pop 
sophistication. There's no 
shortage of sure-shotclub + 
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THE GUIDE 


bangers, like the sweaty 
piano-and-clap-track 
groove “I'm Good, I’m 
Gone” and “Breaking It 
Up,” which swells to a 
clamoring youth-choir 
refrain. But it’s Li’s 
confidence to stray that 
gives this album its 
depth; “My Love” blooms 
from a simple Spanish 
guitar into cymbal- 
crashing Phil Spector 
grandeur, and the 
funereal closer, “Window 
Blue,” reveals the sultry 
timbres of her voice. In 
her acoustic perfor- 
mances on YouTube, Li 
shines even without the 
skittering beats and gloss 
production. Studio magic 
this ain't. 

ALEX BENENSON 

OQOWNLOAD “I'm Good, I'm Gane,” 
“Breaking It Up.” “Little Bit” 


AMY MACDONALD 
THIS IS THE LIFE 
kkk 
DECCA 
Impudent Scot, already 
a big starin the U.K., 
declares war on her elders 
> The gleeful arrogance 
of youth is embedded 
in every cheerfully defiant 
groove of 21-year-old Amy 
Macdonald's debut. The 
merry-go-round Lilt in her 
jingle-jangle Europop 
marches softens lyrics 
that dismiss everyone over 
a certain age, including 
rock legends, as not 
worthy of attention. She 
spies “the lies behind his 
eyes” of the “poetic 
genius” in “Poison Prince,” 
an arrogant pop superstar 
who puts the moves on 
her. Poetry doesn't 
interest her: “What we all 
want and what we all 
crave/Is an upbeat song, 
so we can dance the night 
away,” she declares. “This 
Is the Life” and “Mr. Rock 
'n' Roll” further debunk 
the mystique of hard- 
living rock bohemianism. 
And “Youth of Today” 
sums up her attitude as 
she chides pundits, “You 
don't know a single thing 
about the youth of today.” 
If her message echoes the 
mid-'60s battle cries of 
Bob Dylan and the Who, 
her tunes, which exclude 
no one, are almost as light 
and catchy as ABBA's 
greatest hits. 
STEPHEN HOLDEN 
DOWNLOAD “Run,” “Youth of 
Today,” “Mr. Rock 'n' Roll” 


NEW RELEASES 


MENYA 
THE OL’ REACH-AROUND 
kik 
SELF-RELEASEO 
Dirty campus hipsters 
endorse “fucking all 
night”—who says college 
activism is dead? 
> Forget about subtlety. 
“Lick my clit, concubine,” 
sexual omnivore Coco Dame 
commands on this genre- 
curious debut EP froma trio 
of NYU students. Half of the 
disc's six tracks feature 
similar rhymes over 
producer Good Goose's 
hyper mix of crunk and 
Miami bass, but Dame's 
sensationalism quickly feels 
forced—exhibitionists are 
sexy at first, then just 
wearisome. Menya fare 
better when they update 
Cyndi Lauper's fizzy new 
wave for Generation 
Facebook. “Oh!" she-bops 
along on synth squelches as 
Dame employs a spunky 
singing voice to reminisce 
with bloodshot eyes about 
her misspent youth. Andon 
the stellar breakup ballad 
“Lonely, Lonely;’ she shows 
off an old-school flow anda 
downtown chirp while 
nursing ahangover aftera 
night of being licked. “It felt 
good for more than ahot 
minute, thinking both hearts 
were init,” Dame laments, 
her grief more captivating 
than her exhibitionism. 
RYAN DOMBAL 
DOWNLOAD "Lonely, Lonely,” 
“Suicide Queen’ 


HEIDI NEWFIELD 
WHAT AM 1 WAITING FOR 
kek 
CURB/ASYLUM 
A tough but tender country 
frontwoman and her 
heroines all go it alone 
> Having split with the 
promising country-pop 
trio Trick Pony, Heidi 
Newfield appropriately 
spends most of her solo 
debut exploring the act of 
going solo. Arobust 
rendition of Lucinda 
Williams's ball-and-chain 
blues “Can't Let Go” boots 
things open, but before long 
five consecutive songs have 
women working up courage 
to break free—a jealous wife 
obsesses icily about her 
mister's mistress; a waitress 
dumps an abusive chump 
while Newfield cheers her 
onin Sheryl Crow suntan- 
pop mode; and Newfield’s 
now-obligatory Nashville- 
galarson-revenge stomp 


PONYTAIL; FRANK HAMILTON. 


CD We're Totally Gay for 


PONYTAIL ICECREAMSPIRITUAL Wiew&w& WE ARE FREE 


Art students throw a pretentious party 
with plenty of loud guitars, no 
coherent lyrics 
Ponytail are four bratty kids who know 
how to turn stun guitars and female 
howls into one sexy, sweaty mess of rock 
anh §@ noise. Singer Molly Siegel obviously 
thinks words are for boring grownups—she just likes to 


whoomp, meow, moan and hiccup over the thrash. Guitarists 
Dustin Wong and Ken Seeno play oddly complex crescen- 
dos that suggest they have a few King Crimson and 
Mahavishnu Orchestra albums hidden behind their Black 
Flag records. Ponytail come from the same Baltimore 
warehouse-party milieu that gave the world Dan Deacon, 
Cex and Videohippos—although they don't play any kind of 
dance music, they go for punk rock at the most physical 
level, until their rhythms feel almost like a rave, as in the 
seven-minute “Celebrate the Body Electric (It Came From 
an Angel).” Best of all, “Sky Drool" pays hilarious tribute to 


“Edge of Seventeen,” with Siegel turning Stevie Nicks's oooh 


baby, oooh baby, oooh refrain into something utterly filthy. 


ROB SHEFFIELD 
DOWNLOAD 


Ime From ar 


gives Miranda Lambert and 
Carrie Underwood a run for 
their matches. But the most 
indelible moment is saved 
for the end: an uproarious 
shout-and-response 
celebration of accidental 
pregnancy wrecking agirl's 
innocence, figure and 
family name, revolving 
around a hook that turns 
Dionne Warwick's “I'll Never 
Fallin Love Again” intoa 
hard-rock nursery rhyme. 
CHUCK EDDY 

DOWNLOAD “Knocked Up,” “Love 
Her and Lose Me” 


RANDY NEWMAN 

HARPS AND ANGELS 

kkk 

NONESUCH 

Grumpy old man sees 

national ruin ahead 

and chuckles 

> Like any other great 
comedian, Randy 

Newman thrives when 

society is at its most 

depraved. So it’s 

depressing that his new 

album is very funny, in its 

grim and sadistic way. 

Since his homely recording 

career began in 1968, 


< 


anxiety. 


relax . 
responsibly” 
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MODERN GUILT 
: t 


Beck 

MODERN GUILT 
osc 

The L.A. sooth- 
sayer teams with 
Danger Mouse for 
some apocalyptic 
rock: a very good 
very bad trip. 


The Cool Kids 
THE BAKE SALE 
C.A.K.E,/CHOCOLATE 
INDUSTRIES 
Swaggering 
throwback jams 
from a hip-hop duo 
who are proudly, 
defiantly dorky. 


The Hold Steady 
STAY POSITIVE 
VAGRANT 

Booze! Riffs! Paly- 
syllabic rhymes! 
America’s smartest 
bar band returns 
with a rollicking 
fourth set. 


Nas 


UNTITLED 

DEF JAM 

The most contro- 
versial N-word in 
tap finally unveils 
his blistering 
attack on racism, 
corruption ... and 
Rupert Murdoch! 


84 BLENDER.COM SEPTEMBER 2008 


he's engaged in a love-hate 
relationship with America, and 
this brief album is packed like a 
newspaper with stories of 
misbehavior and bunk, from 
disloyal relatives to hypocrite 
hypochondriacs. So what's to love 
about the U.S.? Mostly our music. 
With jaunty piano and a fake Dixie 
drawl that seems to be 
developing arthritis, Newman 
roots his compositions in 
uptown-New Orleans R&B, 
classy and swinging. He mixes in 
dense string arrangements, 
breezy horns, even pianette in the 
outrageous “Korean Parents,” 
where he extols Asian immigrants 
for raising non-illiterate kids, This 
is Newman's most unwound 
album; he bad-mouths three 
Supreme Court justices and, in 
the equally outrageous "A Piece 
of the Pie,” beseeches rock stars 
current (Bono) and extinct 
(Jackson Browne) to save the 
country. But Bono's off in Africa, 
Newman points out. Even the 
saviors have ditched us. It's just 
us and the Supreme Court. Pretty 
funny, right? 

ROB TANNENBAUM 

DOWNLOAD “A Piece of the Pie.” 
“Korean Parents,” “Potholes 


NOMO 
GHOST ROCK 
kkk 
UBIQUITY 
Crackling Michigan jam band 
experiments with medical 
equipment 
> Saxophonist Elliot Bergman 
plays one kick-ass brain-wave 
monitor. He bought it ata Chicago 
thrift store and hotwired it through 
some effects pedals to make it 
sound funky and ill—as does the 
entire album, no matter what the 
leader of this instrumental octet 
plays. Before making their third 
CD, NOMO clearly were listening 
to the feedback-sodden 
Congolese street band Konono 
No. 1, and it's made them sound 
less hippie and more noisy and 
amped than ever. They havea 
deep horn section that plays 
soulful unison lines evoking chill- 
zone Blue Note jazz, though they 
could use a few more climax- 
inducing solos. Ghost Rock fires 
the brain—and everything below— 
because, forall his expansive, 


The Stilts: 
Really bad with 
eye contact, 


woozy loops, Bergman builds the 
songs around terse dance riffs. 
Defibrillator, doctor? 

RJ SMITH 


DOWNLOAD “Brainwave,” "Ghost Rock 
STEREOLAB 

CHEMICAL CHORDS 

ake 


4A0 
Atrip to the chill-out room that 
might give you frostbite 
> Seventeen years and a dozen- 
plus albums into their career, 
Stereolab have their formula 
down: Tim Gane assembles boppy 
little grooves out of the raw 
materials of experimental 
electronic music and '60s-era 
“space-age bachelor pad” vinyl, 
and his now-ex Laetitia Sadier 
adds airy, utopian, mostly 
Francophone lyrics and vocals, 
This time, they've all but 
abandoned rock—aside from the 
two-chord 
instrumental “Pop 
Molecule,” there's 
more vibraphone 
than guitar on 
show—and brought 
back occasional- 
collaborator Sean 
O'Hagan to add icy 
string and horn 
flourishes. Their 
best records 
balance their 
mechanical and humane 
impulses, and this one's heavily 
weighted toward the lab-coat side. 
Still, endearing hints of '60s pop 
glow faintly beneath the 
frictionless surfaces of Gane's 
loops, chirps and austerely 
percolating rhythms. 
DOUGLAS WOLK 
DOWNLOAD “Three Women 


THE STILLS 

OCEANS WILL RISE 

kkk 

ARTS 6 CRAFTS 

Art-school chums channel eco- 

angst while they watch the 

world die 

> In the Stills’ version of 
apocalypse, the moon turns 

red, the seas flood and “the 

Mayan calendar ends,” but guitars 

Still sparkle with celestial clarity. 

On the Montreal quintet's third 

album—a heartsick, skinny-jeans 

alternate soundtrack to An 


Inconvenient Truth—singer Tim 
Fletcher certainly drives home 
the point that ecological disaster 
is very, very bad (“No one left 
here to show me how | died,” he 
howls with Bono-esque 
melodrama). But it's done two 
good things for the Stills: 
sharpened their songwriting and 
returned them, after a dull Album 
No, 2, to the crystalline guitar 
minimalism of their debut. “Snow 
in California" balances porten- 
tous air-raid feedback against a 
clean riff in perpetual motion, 
and in the entropy-obsessed 
“Everything | Build,” pulsating, 
staccato patterns turn kaleido- 
scopic and grand. Maybe nota 
useful recruitment tool for 
Greenpeace, but gorgeous 
nonetheless. 
BEN SISARIO 
DOWNLOAD “Don't 
thing | Build,” "Be 


SUGARLAND 
LOVE ON THE INSIDE 
kik 
MERCURY NASHVILLE 
Hugely popular duo defines 
“country” as “pretty much 
anything from MTV's first 
decade” 
> As befits Bon Jovi collabora- 
tors who play platinum 
country for car-pooling moms, 
Sugarland love the '80s. Their 
third album opens with two songs 
about avoiding your job, both 
applying singer Jennifer 
Nettles's pronounced twang to 
the pop-rock bounce of the 
Bangles; and “Take Me As | Am"— 
wherein a tattooed motel 
employee cleans air-conditioned 
rooms on 95-degree nights— 
shouts it out like a 
Sunset Strip glam 
gang. Even the 
more traditional 
country moments— 
an eerie mandolin 
serenade toa 
woman who has 
died; acomical 
talking bluesin 
which Nettles 
imagines proposing 
to liberal rabble 
rouser Steve Earle—tweak 
Nashville norms. Now and then, 
the energy lags. But mostly, 
Sugarland’s shameless mining of 
VH1 Classic hooks keeps their 
more tepid tendencies in check. 
CHUCK EDDY 
QOWNLOAD “Take Me as! Am,” "Genavieve' 


THIRD DAY 
REVELATION 
kk 
ESSENTIAL/PROVIDENT/SONY 8MG 
Medium-rocking songs about 
ho-hum spiritual struggle from 
Grammy-winning Christian unit 
> Devoted husband, doting dad, 
Grammy-owning singer... 
Third Day's Mac Powell seems 
deliriously happy on “This Is Who| 
Am," the personal inventory that 
opens the Georgia band's Tith 
album. But could things be, you 
know, slightly better? If God so 
wishes, Powell concludes—an 


anticlimacticindicationofthe + 


STILLS; DANIEL CIANFERRA. 


PEGG: DAVE HOGAN/GETTY IMAGES. 


GEORGE DUKE 
DUKEY TREATS 
HEADS UP INTERNATIONAL 


low stakes on this unrevealing set. 
Powell often steps outside his 
frictionless existence and 
imagines characters hurting and 
doubting, but these protagonists 
are never more than a half verse 
away from giving themselves and 
their worries over to the Big Guy: 
Powell narrates these supposed 
life-or-death choices with all the 
drama of ordering a pizza. To go 
with your large pie, the band 
cranks out Southern-flavored soft 
rock that sounds like Hootie & the 
Blowfish. But Hootie never 
presumed to sing from God's POV; 
Powell does on at least four songs. 
ANDREW BEAUJON 

"Born Again” 


THE VERVE 
FORTH 
kkk 
ON YOUR OWN 
Onetime Britpop titans keep 
the bitterness at bay on their 
reunion disc 
> After spending the '90s 
evolving from an opium-den 
jam band to clear-eyed, chart- 
scaling juggernauts, the Verve 
peaked with their existential 
manifesto “Bitter Sweet 
Symphony.” But it was a Pyrrhic 
chart-topper: A legal battle 
stripped them of publishing 
royalties to the Rolling Stones— 
sampling song, and they 
disbanded in 1999. Instead of 
vying for Britpop’s brass ring on 
their first new album in 11 years, 
they offer glazed-over ambles 
akin to their pre-megastar 
material; free-flowing, six- 
minute-plus songs abound. Time 
has brought some peace to these 
Northern lads, who were always 
more interested in cloudy 
comedowns than blissing out (see 
“The Drugs Don’t Work”). The 
best new tracks are the prettiest: 
Guitarist Nick McCabe's luscious 
noodling provides a perfect foil 
for frontman Richard Ashcroft's 
grand wail on “Rather Be,” and 
“Valium Skies” is as weightless as 
its title. “Foradream to happen, 


you gotta let it go,” attests the 36- 
year-old singer on the idyllic 
ballad “Judas.” Forth is that rare 
comeback record—unafraid to 
show its age, and better for it. 
RYAN DOMBAL 

‘Judas,” “Valium Skies” 


BRIAN WILSON 
THAT LUCKY OLD SUN 
ket 
CAPITOL-EMI 
An American pop legend hasa 
rough day at the beach 
> Everybody wants what's best 
for Brian. Years of mis- 
prescribed psychotropic drugs 
rendered the Beach Boys genius 
an amiable lawn gnome. So 
hearts were warmed in 2004 
when he capped a long, often 
troubled comeback by 
triumphantly finishing his 
orchestral-pop grail SMILE, 37 
years after its original due date. 
His reemergence is a heartening 
theme of his first post-SMiLE 
album. Sadly, it’s undercut by 
music that turns Brian Wilson 
into merely another Brian Wilson 
imitator: suburban doo-wop and 
Pet Sounds-type song fragments 
cowritten with a young acolyte, 
sutured together into a concept 
record about California dreamers 
and padded with dippy life-in-L.A. 
soliloquies from longtime 


collaborator Van Dyke Parks. The 
dreamer at the album's center 
occasionally finds the melodic 
sweet spot, even if his voice is a 
thick, chalky husk, but it’s sad 
watching a great man build one- 
story sand castles. 


JON DOLAN 
“Going Home” @ 
VIVA LA VIDA 
CAPITOL 
“It's fortunate 


that | like this 

one, because I'm 
friends with Chris 
Martin, and it 
would be awkward 
if | didn't!” 
—Simon Pegg 
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Experience a real thrill that lasts up to 30 minutes. 


Plus it comes with a free condom. 
Find out more at trojanvibratingring.com. 


CLASSIC 
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obs 
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lx 


Seponos End hunger. 
Buy USSome dinner.” 


dence through perseverance remains at the 
heart of U2’s best songs—from “With or 
Without You” to “One” to “Beautiful Day.” 
The rest of Boy similarly warps negative 
noise to evoke childlike wonder. Bono ulu- 
lates like he’s being goosed by John the Bap- 
tist, Edge’s open chords and endless echo 
promise dawn at the end of every verse, and 
drummer Larry Mullen Jr. and bassist Adam 
Clayton throw down exclamation points. 
Every song is positively gaga with wide-eyed 
innocence and the adolescent adulation of 
zit-marked kids in discount leather pants. 
October is even more sweeping—it goes 
from 10 to 11—but notas thrilling. On the Boy 
tour, Bono lost a notebook containing lyrics 
for the second album, so he improvised words 
in the studio. On a few songs he pretty much 
just yells “re-joice!” over and over, against 
elegiac pianos, drum-artillery bombast and 
stark atmospherics from producer Steve Lil- 
lywhite. “I Threwa Brick Through a Window” 
hints at the strife of Ireland's religious civil 
war, but the half-Catholic, half-Protestant 
Bono always keeps his political sentiments 
conveniently pliant. War: bad. Nuclear war: 
very bad. He got his notebook back decades 
later, but the album's quest for inspiration 


u2 Spina ; te gi: : 
BOY tetek feels like revelation happening in real time. 
BOY (DELUXE EDITION) aed Boy and October were mostly inwardly 
palin wilistahads focused workouts in the weight room of the 
OUTOBER [DELUXE ECITION) wet So paging argcuntoni tn apie Nr 
WAR tte tetk soul. On 1983's War, U2 hit the field of battle 


WAR [DELUXE EDITION) wy 


BOYIIMEN 


IF YOU THINK U2 ARE CORNY AND GRANDIOSE NOW, GET 


ALOAD OF THEIR YOUTHFUL EXCESSES BY JON DOLAN 
IT WAS CHANGE you could believe in. It was celestial fire in 
> the blarney belly. It was mullets flying against red suns ris- 
ing and white doves pooping on Soviet tanks. It was four 
embarrassingly earnest Irish lads asking the musical question, 
What would Fesus do? and answering, He'd be our guitar tech. 

Aquarter-century later, Bono's stylish-statesman game is so 
tight that no one even asks him to remove his wraparounds 
when he testifies before Congress, and the majority of U2 fans 
have never heard these three strange, spectacular records, where 
U2 chased the title Biggest Band on Earth like Rocky Balboa 
running down a chicken. 

The 20-year-old Bono was the kind of guy who sang lyrics 
like “There's a fire in me!” Punk rock, U2’s first love, had sup- 
posedly killed off ’60s-style notions of world-grasping signifi- 
cance. U2 revived them. “I Will Follow,’ from their 1980 debut, 
Boy, nicked a guitar riff from ex-Sex Pistol John Lydon’s nihil- 
ist band Public Image Ltd. and flipped it into a blazing anthem 
for socially conscious Christian soldiers. Its theme of transcen- 
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with titanic moral and sonic force. It’s where 
they realize just how much “too much” is 
exactly enough. On “Sunday Bloody Sunday” 
Bono sounds unconquerable stumping for 
pacifism, and “New Year's Day” and “Sec- 
onds” make protest rock feel intimate, a rare 
trick. When Bono asks, How long to sing this 
song? on the tender, petitioning ballad “4.0,” 
it sounds like he'll keep on crooning, telethon-style, until every 
missile silo on Earth is converted into a leper hospital. 

Each reissue is sold as a single disc, ora more expensive double 
with added singles and so-so unreleased tracks, demos and live 
stuff (the especially lame War is padded with four mixes of “New 
Year's Day”). A better idea might've been to release a collection of 
the early singles—putting great songs like “11 O’Clock Tick Tock” 
and the catty “Party Girl” in one handy package. Or they could’ve 
included the awesome 1983 live album Under a Blood Red Sky, 
which has rabble-inflaming versions of their most potent songs. 

The “Sunday Bloody Sunday” video from Blood Red Sky 
immortalized an image of Bono the Younger marching across a 
stage with a white flag as he led the crowd in achant of “no war!” 
Today it might make Bono the Elder cringe. But whenever U2 
want to do something truly grand—like display the names of 
9/11 victims during concerts—they channel the unbridled, mes- 
sianic shouts and amens that powered their awkward years. 
DOWNLOAD "| Will Follow" “Glor 


sunday bloody Sunday 


U2: ADRIAN BOOT/URBAN IMAGE. 


BLACK SABBATH: FIN COSTELLO/REDFERNS/RETNA 


We dig through the crates, 
so you don't have to 


BLACK SABBATH 
THE RULES OF HELL 
kek 
RHINO 
A box set of the complete 
Sabbath 2.0, fronted by 
a singer who popularized the 
“devil's horns” hand sign 
> Only a cocky showboat 
would dare replace Ozzy 
Osbourne, and in 1979, with 
a substance-ravaged Black 
Sabbath sinking in the charts, 
Ronnie James Dio was that 
showboat. An Italian-American 
whose golden throat and 
medieval lyrics had gilded 
the band Rainbow, Dio re- 
enchanted Sabbath's doomy 
riffs with theatrical swagger. 
Heaven and Hell's “Children 
of the Sea,” and “The Sign 
of the Southern Cross," from 
the follow-up Mob Rules, 
are crown jewels of '70s-style 
myth metal. But Dio-era 
Sabbath also embraced the 
more populist sounds of the 
80s. “Neon Knights” burns 
like speed metal, “Walk 
Away” sounds like Van Halen 
cock pop, and the pulse of 
dance music sneaks into 
some of Geezer Butler's 
remarkable basslines. Egos 
warred during the long mix- 
down of the unremarkable Live 
Evil, and Dio and drummer 
Vinny Appice left the band. 
In the early '90s, the Dio 
incarnation returned to 
record Dehumanizer, which 
doesn't hold a guttering 
candle to the slick wizardry 
of their first two LPs. 
ERIK DAVIS 
DOWNLOAD "Children of the Sea 
Heaven and Hell,” “The 
Southern Cross” {live} 


Sign of the 


BLONDIE 
PARALLEL LINES (DELUXE 
COLLECTOR'S EDITION) 
kkk 
CAPITOL/EMI 
On their third album, dapper 
New Yorkers launched 
the first of four No. 1 singles 
> Parallel Lines was a perfect 
album in 1978 and hasn't 
gained a pound since—every 
song memorable, distinct, 
well-shaped and over before 
you get antsy. Never again did 
singer Deborah Harry, 
mastermind Chris Stein and 
their able four-man cohort 
nail the band's signature 
paradoxes with such unfailing 
flair: lowbrow class, tender 
sarcasm, pop rock. Some 
tracks stand out from the 
perfect pack even so—the 
exquisitely Brooklynese 
“Hanging on the Telephone,” 
the dreamily unpinnable 


“Sunday Girl,” the mock-noir, 
girl-hunts-boy “One Way or 
Another.” And don'tignore this 
version's four uncluttered pre- 
MTV performance videos, 
which make the most of 
Harry’s scrumptious mouth. 
It's docked half a star, however, 
for withholding a genuinely 
momentous remix: the “Heart 
of Glass" 12-inch, whose two 
extra disco-slanted minutes 
finally turned Blondie intoa 
hit act in their native land. 
ROBERT CHRISTGAU 
QOWNLOAD "One Way or Another 
‘Hanging on the Telephone 
Sunday Girl” 


CAMPER VAN BEETHOVEN 
POPULAR SONGS OF 
GREAT ENDURING STRENGTH 
AND BEAUTY 
bo 
COOKING VINYL 
College-radio upstarts who 
sounded like the house 
band at the Sarajevo Best 
Western lounge 
$ In their day, Camper Van 
Beethoven were ahead of 
their time. During the second 
half of the '80s, the 
California band offered an 
in-your-eye whimsy that 
anticipated the faux-naif 
sincerity that's a hallmark 
of the McSweeney's sect— 
the title of this career 
sampler even recalls Dave 
Eggers's debut memoir. 
Their multicultural music 
leaned heavily on Balkan 
folk songs, in advance of 
current bands like Gogol 
Bordello and Beirut. And 
long before Arcade Fire, CVB 
even had a violin simulating 
lead-guitar lines. Unfortu- 
nately, this Popular Songs 
comes along in our day, and 
while a wobbly rhythm 
section once felt indie and 
“authentic,” it now feels 


sloppy and suburban, Five 
songs the band recently 
rerecorded (Virgin wouldn't 
let them use the original 
tracks) show how far they, 
and we, have come. 

RI SMITH 

DOWNLOAG "Take the Skinheads 
Bowling" 


THE INDIVIDUALS 
FIELDS/AQUAMARINE 
kek 
BAR/NONE 
An early-'80s band so 
obscure this is pretty much 
its debut 
> It's not fair knocking the 
Individuals for never 
reaching the masses—they 
barely reached hipsters. Odd 
and abstract even for the 
early-'80s Hoboken, New 
Jersey, scene they helped 
invent, this spacey, spunky 
quartet made strange- 
angled modern shapes from 
spongy new-wave grooves, 
bristling guitar tangles and 
the dry, airy harmonies of 
singer-guitarist Glenn 
Morrow and willowy blond 
bassist Janet Wygal. The 21 
songs on their “career"- 
spanning retrospective (a 
1982 album recorded at the 
studio of R.E.M’'s first 
producer, an EP, some 
leftovers) flow by like half- 
remembered party chatter 
(Morrow's pushiest romantic 
lyric: “I'm gonna walk by your 
house!"). But they aren't 
without pointed moments. 
One song steals the bassline 
from the disco classic “Last 
Night a DJ Saved My Life" to 
parody snooty club rats. The 
Individuals had as much fun 
being difficult as a Lot of 
bands have having fun. 
JON DOLAN 
OOWNLOAD "Walk by Your House 
"Young and Dancina 


y Ronnie James Dio 
debuts his clothing 
line, Sleeve of Wizard 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
THE BEST OF 
BOB DYLAN'S THEME TIME 
RADIO HOUR VOL. 2 
kkk 
CHROME DREAMS 
Fifty-plus weird old songs 
from Dylan’s radio 
show, praising hair, guns, 
whiskey and dogs 
> Ever the jokerman, Bob 
Dylan gets to live out his 
corniest vaudeville-comedian 
fantasies in the superb Theme 
Time Radio Hour series he 
hosts on XM. Every episode, he 
plays obscure old blues, 
country, rock and soul devoted 
toasingle topic (smoking or 
shoes or Tennessee) and cracks 
jokes that would have gotten 
him bounced off The Flip 
Wilson Show (“A giraffe cangoa 
long time without water. But he 
wants to seeamenu right 
away"). This compilation is the 
second ina series collecting 
songs Dylan has played on the 
show, although unfortunately it 
doesn't have any of his DJ 
patter ("That one just about 
made me drop my mustard 
squirter!") or philosophical 
musings (“Moe was arguably 
the smartest of the Three 
Stooges, but!'m more ofa 
Shemp man myself"). The 
songs are top-notch old-timey 
dementia, featuring legends 
(Johnny Cash and Little 
Richard) as well as obscure 
greats (Roy Brown, Ronnie Self 
and Ella Mae Morse). These are 
the singers who taught Dylana 
thing or two about howto 
sound loose and crazed. 
ROB SHEFFIELD 
DOWNLOAD Ella Mae Morse, “Forty 
Cups of C 
Bad, B 


“Ain'tiima 


offee": Amos Milburn 


READ THOUSANDS OF REVIEWS 
ANDO MORE AT BLENDER,.COM, 


David Bowie D'Angelo 
Faeries Live: Santa Monica '72 The Best So Far... 
VIRGIN/EMI VIRGIN/EMI 
The best reissues from How one concert transformed a Delicious love jams from the currently 


AWOL R66 auteur whose abs were as 
tight as his grooves. 


lonely space alien named Zigay 
into a pervy rock immortal 


the past months 
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SPANISH FLY 


THE NEW WOODY ALLEN WOULD BE HIS BEST FILM IN AGES-EVEN IF IT DIDN’T HAVE A 
SCARLETT JOHANSSON-PENELOPE CRUZ MAKE-OUT SCENE BY DAVID FEAR 


The Museum of Modern Hotties (clockwise from left): Penélope Cruz, Scarlett Johansson, Javier Bardem, Rebecca Hall and Chris Messina. 


VICKYCRISTINA THE RITUAL OF Woody Allen fans has re- 


ee mained the same since the mid-’90s: 
Directed by Woody Allen. Every year, the Greatest American Neb- 


Starring Javier Bardem, 
Penélope Cruz, Scarlett 
Johansson, Rebecca Hall 
and Chris Messina. 


bish releases a new movie, and the criti- 
cal reception is sour (2005's curiously 
overrated Match Point being the excep- 
tion). We buy a ticket anyway, only to emerge two hours later, 
slouching toward the exit sign. But the streak has finally been 
broken: The easygoing, erotic travelogue Vicky Cristina Barce- 
lonais Allen's most satisfying and relevant movie in cons. 

Vicky (Rebecca Hall) is spending the summer in Barcelona 
with her best friend, Cristina (Scarlett Johansson). How such a 
brittle, type-A personality like Vicky can put up with a restless 
libertine like Cristina remains a mystery, but Vicky tags along 
when her hedonistic pal accepts an invitation from a horn-dog 
painter (No Country for Old Men’s Javier Bardem) for a group 
getaway weekend of “making love ... hopefully, the three of us.” 
The trio’s jaunt doesn’t go according to the lothario’s plan, yet it 
ends up reverberating for both women: Vicky suddenly finds she’s 
not that enamored with heryuppie fiancé, and Cristina moves in 
with the modern-day Picasso so she can play muse. When the 
artist's fiery ex-wife (Penélope Cruz) barges back into his life, the 
serious complications (and offscreen three-ways) begin. 


4 BLENDER 
\ APPROVED 
Relive the good al’ days 


with these anniversary- 
edition OVOs 
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Risky Business— 
25th Anniversary 


Dust off your Ray-Bans for this 
classic teen-sex farce, starring a 
pre-couch-jumping Tom Cruise 


Barcelona apparently has brought out a creative energy in 
Allen that New York and London haven't ina while. Gone are the 
ponderous Philosophy 101 musings and stale Borscht Belt she- 
nanigans. The film also features some of the best work this cast, 
especially Bardem and Johansson, has ever put onscreen. Yes, 
Johansson does make out briefly with Cruz, although it’s nowhere 
nearas salacious as panting moviegoers might hope. What's turn- 
ing the 72-year-old Allen on hereisn’tso much his hot female stars 
as exploring the way attraction seems to work only when you can’t 
get whatyou want. Fora filmmaker known for his intellectual rigor 
and humor, Allen lightens up with Vicky Cristina Barcelona ina 
way that suits his strengths as a writer and a director; it’s a movie 
that feels as ifit was made on vacation, in the best possible way. 

Setting a film noir in a Jesuit high school sounds like some- 
thing Allen would have done back in his absurdist, go-for-broke 
days. Yet ASSASSINATION OF A HIGH SCHOOL PRESIDENT (# #94) is less 
interested in being an over-the-top parody than establishing its 
own brand of hardboiled quirk. The hero, a nerdy school-news- 
paper reporter (Reece Thompson) who talks like a gumshoe, 
breaks a story about the head of the student governmentstealing 
SAT booklets. When the class president's girlfriend (Mischa Bar- 
ton) begins getting chummy with the newsman, this underage 
snoop starts to smell a rat. Brett Simon’s homage to yesteryear’s + 


The Big Lebowski- 
10th Anniversary Limited Edition 


Celebrate a decade of the 
Oude abiding! The limited edition is 
packaged in a fake bowling ball 


ILLUSTRATION BY AUGUST HEFFNER 


PICTURE-FRAME PHOTOS: VICTOR BELLO. 


LASTGOOD 
MOVIE YOU SAW? 


detective yarns plays like John Hughes 
directing Chinatown (“Forget it, Danny... 
it’s high school”). Not even Bruce Willis’s 
hamming it up nonstop as the principal 
can take away from the smart pleasures of 
this pimple-faced pulp fiction. 

Like Assassination, director Andrew 


“Hancock. It wasn't 


your average Wilt 

sm We) ot Fleming’s comedy HAMLET2 (#*) also trades 
film. 4 Sa a bneitl on high-school clichés. Unfortunately, this 
of at the extended dig on a drama teacher (24-Hour 
et rea Aeecnit Party People’s Steve Coogan) who thinks he 
get ruined in the can save his failing department by mounting 
a eat a sequel to Shakespeare's tragedy is even 
that was cool” more inept than its hopeless protagonist. 
-Chris Daughtry 


Fleming wastes both his usually hilarious 
lead’s abilities and our time with a series of 
pathetic jokes about dim-witted, delusional underdogs putting on 
a show. Things do perk up once we get to see the ragtag troupe's 
play, which features musical numbers, spaceships and Jesus, but 
even that’s not enough to balance out the rest of this painfully 
unfunny ode to the young and the talentless. 

Finally, there are two small new films devoted to punk pio- 
neers: WHAT WE DO IS SECRET (#4) and PATTI SMITH: DREAM OF LIFE 
(te). The former does for Darby Crash, the late singer of 
L.A. hardcore legends the Germs, what Walk the Line and Ray 
did: trace a singer's rise and fall, while giving one lucky actor 
the chance to test his mimicry chops. C redit Shane West (of 
E.R. fame) for nailing Crash’s charismatic sneer and bratty 
whine (the real-life Germs were so impressed, he began touring 
with them in Crash’s slot); unfortunately, the movie's reliance 
ona tried-and-true biopic template reduces the rebel to little 
more than another semi-famous flame-out. Dream of Life, 
however, isthe documentary that the punk poetess’s fans have 
been waiting for. Ten years in the making, director Steven 
Sebring’s free-associative trip down memory lane is a tribute 
to Smith’s continuing career, a eulogy for fallen comrades and 
achronicle ofa bohemian life spent venting her spleen onstage. 
It’s beautiful, indulgent, lyrical, moving and draining—a per- 
fect reflection of the artist who resides at its fiery core. @ 


THE EXCITED-O-METER 
We haven't seen ‘em yet... 
and we're not even sure we want to 


A, 


VERY EXCITED 


Burn After Reading 

No Country for Old Men 
directors the Coen 
brothers switch back ta 
comedy mode. George 
Clooney and Brad Pitt 
star as knuckleheads 
blackmailing the CIA. 


Righteous Kill 

De Niro! Pacino! 
Together again! But 
will it sizzle like Heat, 
or be two hours’ 
worth of aged ham? 


NOT SO MUCH 


My Best Friend's Girl 
This romantic comedy 
features Dane Cook 
as a jerk, Kate Hudson 
as a ditz and Jason 
Biggs as a schlub. 
Wait, they're acting? 


MUSIC OVOS 


5 
Pretty in Punk 
A QUARTER CENTURY BEFORE MUST LOVE DOGS, 
DIANE LANE SHONE AS A SNARLING PUNK 
ROCKER IN THIS CULT CLASSIC BY RYAN DOMBAL 


Diane Lane: 
Best. Mullet. Ever. 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, THE FABULOUS STAINS 

kekwkw RHINO 

Made in 1981, Ladies and Gentlemen, the Fabulous Stains 
offered a fictional alternative to rock's bays’ club, with 
the Slains—a no-nonsense female punk trio (including a 


-young Diane Lane and Laura Dern) that sneered Like the 


guys (their mantra: “We don't put out!") and wore sheer, 
glam-y getups straight out of Ziggy Stardust's closet. But 
the world wasn't ready; the film never got a wide release. 
Nearly three decades later, after building up a sizable 
cult audience, it’s finally coming out on home video. The 
movie features Steve Jones and Paul Cook of the Sex 
Pistols and Paul Simonon of the Clash, but it's worth it for 
Lane alone: Her performance as a chain-smoking ne’er- 
do-well smarts like a stiletto-heel kick to the teeth. 


THE BEST OF THE REST 

IGGY ANDTHE STOOGES ESCAPED MANIACS 
wk MVD 

On this tive document of a Stooges reunion 
show from 2005, frontman Iggy Pop engages 
in all sorts of superfreaky antics, like heaving 
his shirtless body into the audience to 
emphasize some nonsensical between-song 
banter. It's this sort of reckless behavior that 
ensures that the band’s legacy remains intact. 


HANNAH MONTANA AND MILEY CYRUS 

BEST OF BOTH WORLDS CONCERT: THE 3-0 MOVIE 
week DISNEY 

Miley Cyruscan’tsing, She doesn’t dance 

that well. Butshe’s gota huge amount of gump- 
tion, which ison full display throughout this 
hyperkinetic, 3-D concert DVD, The onstage 
madness is tempered with endearing footage 
of desperate dads racing one another in 

high heets towin their kids tickets to the tour. 


LOVE LOVESTORY %%&4 START 

This psych-rock cult band's reluctance to tour 
back in its 60s heyday destroyed its chance 
for mass adulation, And the decision returns 
to haunt them in this documentary, With 
almost zero footage of the group playing toa 
live audience, Love Story relies too heavily on 
talking-head shots of hippie dudes babbling 
about the good old days. 
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EVILURGES 


A STAR WARS GAME THAT GLORIFIES THE DARK 
SIDE OF THE FORCE BY LIBE COAD 


STAR WARS: THE FORCE UNLEASHED keke 
LUCASARTS; XBOX 360, PS3 


hose light-saber- 
pills | bought on 
net really work!" 


80-plus Star Wars game library are about as 

exciting as a long afternoon of nerf herding 
(ask a geek to explain). Sensing a great disturbance 
in the Force (or at least the forces of commerce), 
LucasArts is promoting Star Wars: The Force 
Unleashed as a bold reboot designed to win over a 
new generation of adrenaline-junkie gamers. And 
given the game's unabashed embrace of the joys of 
the Dark Side, it may well succeed. 

The Force Unleashed aims to please from the 
opening level, in which you wreak havoc as Darth 
Vader himself. After that, you play Vader's appren- 
tice, settling scores for your dark master and trading 
up for more awesome Force powers along the way. 
No longer does usin g the Force mean executing sim- 
ple pushes and grabs, as in previous Star Wars games. 
With the new, improved Force Grab, you can levitate 
an enemy, swing him around in the air, toss him over 
the side ofa buildin g, then watch as he grasps at any- 
thing to keep from plunging to his death. 

IfGeorge Lucas and Co. can crank out more such 
over-the-top wish-fulfillment scenarios—and fewer 
tedious ruminations on galactic-trade agreements, 
as in the past—there just may be some life in this 
30-plus-year-old franchise after all. 


> A FEW CLASSICS ASIDE, most of the titles in the 


BLENDER (ISSN 1534-0554) Volume 7 Number 8, is published monthly with a combined fesue in 
January/February by Dennis Publishing Inc., 1040 Ave Of the Americas, New York, NY 10018. Per). 
Odicals postage paid at New York, NY, and at additional mailing offices Postmaster: Send ¢ hange of 
address to BLENDER, PO. Box 420234, Palm Coast. FL 32142-0234 Return undeliverable Canadian 
addresses to P.O. Box 503, RPO West Beaver Creek, Richmond Hal. ON. LaBare, One-year subscrip: 
tlon rates: For U.S. $15.94, for Canada $25.94, for all other countries $35.94 in prepaid U.S funds. We 


30 BLENDER.COM SEPTEMBER 2008 


XBOX 360. 
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FOR THE LEGENDARY gridiron 
sim's 20th-anniversary 
edition, Madden's designers 
add 32-person online league 
play, the ability to port your 
fantasy-football team into 
the game (provided you use 
EA's fantasy-football service) 


! and, for newbies, sophisticated 


tutorials from a virtual John 
Madden. All the additional 
features and tweaks add up to 


S the biggest and best Madden 


refresh in years. 


GAMES GENIUS WILL WRIGHT 
managed to make the minutiae 
of suburban life fun for millions 
with The Sims. His new title is 
infinitely more ambitious: 


, Players create brand-new life 


forms, then watch as they evolve 
and build up civilizations of 
their own. The creature-making 
tool is easily the most-fun 

Part: Nothing beats the sense 
of satisfaction you'll get from 
designing the perfect three- 
breasted green monkey monster. 


“WHY SO SERIOUS?” indeed, 

The Dark Knight lightens upa 
bit in this LEGO-ized version, 
inspired by 70 years of Bat-lore. 
You can play solo, team up with 
a friend as Batman and Robin or 
take on the role of villains like 
the Joker, Harley Quinn or the 
Penguin. Surprisingly, even 
though this incredibly fun game 
carries an E for Everyone rating, 
there's probably more cop- 
killing in it than in all the Grand 
Theft Auto games combined. 


IF YOU LIKE your games to feel 
like work, then this one’s for 
you: You play waiter and chef, 
taking customers’ orders, cooking 
meals and delivering them to 
the table piping hot. Order Up! 
has a great sense of humor (case 
in point: the cracking-voice 
teen who's your boss at Burger 
Face, one of the establish- 
ments you'll slave away at), but 
the steep learning curve will 
drive all but the most dedicated 
cooks out of the virtual kitchen. 


The best games from the past months 


pio 


Battlefield: Bad Company 


EA GAMES; XBDX 360, PS3 

War, what's it good for? Shoot-'em up 
fun! Roque Gls go AWOL in search of 
Stolen gold in Eastern Europe 


NCAA Football 09 
EA SPORTS; XBOX 360, PS3, Wii 


Build upa College-pigskin dynasty 
Over the course of 6D seasons. Never 
leave your couch again! 
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PROMOTION 


SUMO LOUNGE 


Sumo Lounge high tech bean bag furniture 
offers the stylish solution for modern 
lifestyles. Free Shipping and Money Back 
Satisfaction Guarantee, 


866.340.7866 SumoLounge.com 


MINI THIN RUSH® 


Designed for People on the go and 
available in 2 ounce liquid shot, gum, and 
capsule formats. Mini Thin Rush products 
provide 6 hours of energy without the 
crash generally associated with high sugar 
energy drinks. 
800.428.1717 


MiniThinRush.com 


RAD VINTAGE T-SHIRTS 
AT PALMERCASH 


Check out our selection of unique, random 
and oh so witty t-shirts. Vintage cut, superior 
juality cotton make our t-shirts super 
omfortable. Get 10% off, enter discount 
‘ode: blender66. 

-almercash.com 


ESCORT RADAR LASER EXPERTS 

In test after test, review after review, 

the results are still the same--the PASSPORT 
8500 X50 is the clear choice in radar and laser 
Protection. Call today for the ultimate in radar 
and laser detection, 

866.357.2699 (Dept. BLNDER) 


MConstep 


Make you 4.25” taller instantly 


HEIGHT INCREASING SHOES 


Height increasing shoes can make you 4,25" 
taller instantly, Hidden heel technology, 

it just looks like normal footwear. 100+ styles, 
from $59.99, 


888.220.6808 IncreasingShoes.com 


PAY LESS FOR YOUR NEXT iPod® 
PodSwap sells affordable, GUARANTEED, 
used iPods. Our Certified iPods are backed by 
experts who are fanatical about customer 
service. Your old iPod has value, reduces 
overall costs & keeps toxic components out 
of landfills. “Don't just shop, SWAP,” 
PodSwap.com 


BEER PONG ANYWHERE YOU GO 


The original inflatable table for all your party 
needs! Play anywhere, on anything: pools, 
beaches, dorms, tailgates, concerts, etc, 
Comes with built-in cup holders, strings, repair 
kits & more! Special Offer on site! 
PortOPong.com 


MUCH, MUCH COOLER 
BIG AND TALL CLOTHES 


You're big or tall. You have indie fashion 
sense. You're no longer screwed, Made in 
downtown L.A., under special arrangement 
by American Apparel. 
ColossalClothing.com 


CHROME MESSENGER BAGS 


Worn by messengers worldwide! These 
bags are completely weatherproof, totally 
comfortable and virtually indestructible. 
Regardless of whether you commute via 
motorcycle or bicycle, you have found your 
bag. American Made-Lifetime Guarantee. 
415.503.1221 ChromeBags.com 


MAKE GLASS INVISIBLE 


When compared to ordinary “blue water" 
glass cleaners, you'll immediately see how 
quickly Invisible Glass removes even the 
most difficult grime, making glass virtually 
disappear! Check our site for FREE 
samples, tips, testimonials, prizes & more. 
800.227.5538 InvisibleGlass.com 


CUSTOM T-SHIRTS 


Imagine designing shirts for your team, 
business, event, or band. Upload your 
graphics or use ours on shirts, sweats, and 
more. Easy online design. Fast, free delivery. 
Save $10 on 6+ with code BLENDERO8. 
866.584.8124 Customink.com 
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A SYNQ STUDIOS ANIMATED SHORT 


WATCH SCENE 2: PASSAGE 


SCENE 1 AND EXCLUSIVE BREED WALLPAPERS ALSO AVAILABLE AT 


ALIENWARE.COM/ BREED 
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CAN HAPPEN. 


The Original Swedish Ropes Formula 
www) w- 
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ROPE \ 
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ali MERCHANDISE SOURCE 


OVER 40,000 ITEMS FROM = 
YOUR FAVORITE.BANDS 
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2» 120 page Catalog call 952-556-1121 writ: 
PO Box ‘sphiheyphad * Chanhassen MN, 55317 


TRY FOR FREE MALE ENLARGEMENT 


USE CODE 4010 fe 

Dr. Joel Kapbns S 

FDA approved system 
Medical Vacuum Pumps, 
Viagra, Cialis & Testosterone 
Gain 1-3" permanently 
dateline® (619) 294-7777 
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e Enlarge your Penis & Erections e Increase Recovery Time 


¢ More Powerful, Intense Orgasms e Make your Erection Last Longer 
e Increase Sexual Stamina e Better Ejaculation Control 
e 100% Safe & Natural e 100% Guaranteed to work 

or you pay Nothing! 


www.Xomax-man .com 
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LAST PAGE 

BEYONCE'S LITTLE SISTER 
SMOKES THE CHRONIC, CURSES 
LIKE A CHAMP AND LOVES 
GETTING WASTED WITH REDNECKS. | 
WHICH MAKES US VERY 

EAGER TO KNOW... 


ho Does 
Solange Think 
She Is? 


BY JOSHEELLS 
PHOTOGRAPH BY ANDREW McLEoD 


So, that’s quite a self-portrait. 

Thank you! 

Why did you paint Minnie Mouse covered 
intampons and Trojans? 

!love the contradiction. Minnie Mouse is 

this perfect, iconic, all-American thing, which 
is how people expect me to be, Yet she has 
tampon hair and acondom tongue! | thinkit 
came out pretty dope. 

Us too. OK, soit’sa Friday night at 11p.m. 
What are you doing? 

I'meitherat homewith my son or out drinking 
some Coronas and adding to my beer belly. 
Where do you drink your Coronas? 

Dive bars. Two doors down from here there's 
alittle joint that’s full of old rednecks. | 
goin there, drop $10 in the jukebox, play 
nothing but Marvin and Prince and just get 
wasted, The rednecks are like, What the fuck?! 
What kind of drunk are you? 

lama Miss-Tina’s-in-the-back-of-my-head 
kind of drunk. 

You mean, your mom. Whatis she saying? 
“Girl, you better have some panties on!” 

My mom's so reserved-last year, for my 21st 
birthday, she was like, “You can have 

one glass of champagne, and that'sit.” | said, 
“First of all, |haven't lived with you since! 
was 17. Second, I'm divorced, And third, |have 
akid. 1am drinking tonight.” 


“Ses, 


If we drug-tested you, what would we find? 
I've got a song called “Champagne Chronic 
Nightcap.” That's about as wild asit gets for 
me-that and the Coronas, 

What's your favorite curse word? 

I'm on acampaign-I want black people 

to start saying douchebag. It just sounds so 
grimy. | tried to say it on MTV last week, 
and they wouldn't let me. Only douchebags 
don't let you say douchebag on TV. 

Are you a good girl ora bad girl? 

Definitely... um... You know, | was so trained 
to saya good girl, but | really straddle that line. 
Ever doubted your sexual orientation? 

You mean like in that Katy Perry song? 
Negative. I'm strictly dickly. 

How about videotaped yourself having sex? 
Nope. Ain't no Solo tapes, y'all, 

Sorry—solo tapes? 

Solo—that's short for Solange. 

Oh, thought you meant “solo” solo, 

Ha! None of that, either, 

How would you characterize yourtaste in sex? 
Agood girl never kisses and tells, Didn't! say 

I straddle that line? 

Again with the straddling. 

Get outofmyhouse! @ 
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Sony’ recommends Windows Vista’ Ultimate 
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The new Sony VAIO® FW notebook with genuine Windows Vista® Ultimate software, 16.4” extra-widescreen 
display' and optional Blu-ray Disc™ drive’. It's born out of Sony HD technology. Learn more at sony.com/hdna 
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High Definition. It's in our DNA. 


